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INTRODUCTION 

The period covered by this play is the last two years of 
Ralegh's life — roughly from January 1617 to January 
1619 (he was executed in October 1618). It follows 
the main course of history closely, and the only points 
(so far. as I am aware) in which there is any conscious 
alteration of dates, are the release of Cobham — which 
took place a month or so later — and the death of Cobham, 
which I have adjusted by a few days to coincide with 
the arrest of Stucley for coin-clipping. The Privy Council 
Register for 1617 contains no record of any Council 
Meeting on the subject of the Spanish Marriage or of 
Ralegh, but that discussions on the subject were frequent 
we know from Gardiner and Spedding. These two 
historians are naturally my chief sources for the period, 
but I have followed Major Hume in his most interest- 
ing transcription from Spanish sources of the interview 
between Gondomar and James in 1618. 

The closing years of Ralegh's life have a deep dramatic 
and historical significance. His previous career had the 
breadth and the sweep of epic. This Ulysses of his days 
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▼iii INTRODUCTION 

was in every respect onteide even the current conven- 
tions. His standards of morality were as personal as 
his versatility and his unrivalled courage. Most of his 
career impresses the spectators like a gay, well-matched 
tournament; now one combatant is down, now another, 
but Ralegh is Antseus, and never long the undermost. 
In the closing years of London and the Tower, how- 
ever, the stage is narrowed, and the fight of Ralegh and 
circumstance becomes unequal : pity for his undeserved 
sufferings, S3rmpathy for his aspirations, hope for his 
success bring to birth that sense of progressive tension 
which is the atmosphere of drama. Now also the issue 
of the combat deepens in significance. It is no longer 
Ralegh who is fighting every man's fight with circum- 
stance : it is England fighting against Spain and England's 
Church against Rome. Monarchs and ambassadors spy 
his every movement ; his death seems the pivot of Europe's 
peace. 

Ralegh was in a sense the last of the Tudors, and his 
execution removed the last obstacle to those denationalis- 
ing influences which for good or bad have been with us 
ever since. For the Tudors, with their virtues and their 
faults, were thoroughly national; and Ralegh, at home 
and on the seas, was an Englishman. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L— Anteroom in Sir W. Ralegh's House in 

Bread Street. 

Steward wnd Guard BBcAed at a table by the fire; 

Servants in background, 

G, Come, neighbour, drink. 

8t. Nay. 

(?. As you will ; 'tis a curst night. 

St, A curst knight indeed. For the dog is curst that 
hath a kettle tied to's tail. 

O, Pass the jack. 

St, I'd liefer drink with the devil than with thee. For, 
imprimis, if the devil were in thy seat thou wouldest be in 
hell, and, secundo, the devil, an he were a true devil, would 
play his master false, and thou art damnably true to the 
purse that pays thee. Thou tied to Sir Walter Ealegh ! 

1 A 



2 SIR WALTER RALEGH 

G. Bat \& not Sir Walter Ralegh an honest dog ? 

St. A dog? Sir Walter Ralegh is a knight, that is 
enough for thee. If he need money, there are Jews ; if 
virtue, there are English ; and if company, why he hath a 
head marvellously stuffed with the society of the ancients 
and doth not need thee. 

G. I am an ancient. 

Bt. Thou art not used to gentlemen of quality. Thou 
art no hetter than a hearward that hath lost his bear and 
is put in conduct of an honourable stag. 

6r. It is not my will that I sit in this house. 

^i^. It is not 80 much thy seat that irks me as the 
fashion of thy face. Thou art bne of these smiling plump 
pikemen of peace, with never a drop of blood in's face, and 
never a drop of madness in's blood. Thou hast never 
slain but at command. Thou hast never fought for 
desire of death ; art in love with life, and I believe hast 
never hated a flea. Thou a soldier ! A bumbailiff's man ! 

G. Times are soft, and a man grows with the times. 

St. Thou wilt not even quarrel with me. 

G. Why, I affect thee somewhat. Thou scoldest like an 
angry wench, whose conclusion was that I kissed her and 
she wept much. Shall we see company to-night ? 

&i. Company? What do we see now but a starving 
captain, a beggarly chemist or so, with drunken sailors, 
deserting lackeys, wizards and such scum ? When I 
remember the times that were ! You never saw him at 
Durham House or Sherborne. 

G. I saw your master when a' was in the Tower, with 
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pages to comb his beard and lace his doublet^ and one to 
draw on his hose, and one to hand his sword. I warrant 
the Governor of the Tower had no such service. 

Si. Ton never saw his silver annonr: it bnmed at 
Cadiz like Satan's eyes. 

G. Was it there a' singed the Spanish king's beard ? 

One of the Servants comes forward. 

Ser. There approaches, sir, a gentleman, richly dressed 
and with attendants. 

St. Then we will keep his passover; fortune does not 
visit this door. Why we were better in the Tower; for 
the Tower, look you, is a prison that is frequented by your 
gentlemen of consequence and your rich, since consequence 
is ever near no consequence and riches are cousins to 
roguery. Therefore the rich and the great desire famili- 
arity with the Tower, as a man desires familiarity with the 
house in which he may live and die. But here is neither 
palace nor prison, bond nor &ee, but an apostle with a foul 
rag in's mouth, a hobbled horse, a chained ghost of an 
honourable knight. 

Ser. They stop here. 

St. Bustle ; tell the knight, and I will open. 

[Opens. 

Enter the Ambassador op Venice with Servants. 

Amh. Is the knight Sir Vat Ralle with himself? I am 
the Ambassador of Venice and desire conference with him. 
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Si. Will your Most Honourable Highness come with 
me? 

[Exit Ambassador and Steward. 
G. The Ambassador of Venice ! 

Enter a Toung Oentleman. 

Y. Q. Is Sir Walter Balegh within ? 
At. Non capisco. 
Y. G. Jackape. 

G. This is some treasonable matter. I would my peda- 
gogue had taught Italian. 

Re-enter Steward. 

Bt. An Ambassador to visit a prisoner ! This looks like 
more Tower. But my master is still out of the Tower. I 
must e'en purge my fancy with a dose of facts. Firstly, 
here is one Sir Walter Ralegh that hath been freed from 
the Tower in order to build a ship and sail a catching gold 
to the Spanish Indies. Secondly, that same ship is near 
built, but the knight is in charge of a guard. Therefore 
he cannot sail, since he that is commanded may not 
himself command. Lastly, gossip hath it that our king 
loves Spain and loves not my master, nor will release him 
from his guard unless he swear no harm to Spain. But 
Venice loves not Spain; then why doth Venice visit 
Ralegh, who cannot be released unless he love Spain? 
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My head buzzes like a hive, but I doubt 'twill sweat no 
honey. How now sir, your name ? 

F. G. My name ! ha ha ! 

St You are pleased to be pleasant. 

F. G, When I first went to college, there was a varlet of 
your poles, ha ha ! and he must bandy words with a 
scholar. Would you know his end? 

St Would you know yours ? 

F G, They asked him, ** Could he chop logic ? " and he, 
being prentice to a butcher, answered, " Yea " ! 

St Well? 

F G. That is the end; he was an Ass. But give me 
place, I must to Sir Walter. 

St What would you with him ? 

F G. His true opinion concerning the soul. You must 
know. Sir Boeotian, that among the wise his treatise 
thereon hath made some stir, and I am deputed to 
question him on certain points relating thereto. 

G, On points ? Yea, he is an oracle on points. 

F. G, Truly, sir. 

G, Shall I tell thee how thou mayest discover his 
opinions on these points? 

Y. G. I shall be much beholden to you. 
G. Ask his tailor. 

F G. Another ass. Well, an you will not admit me, 
I will wait, for the matter is of moment among the wise. 

[A further knocking. 
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Enier S0ABKAFI8SI, Ahbassadob of Savoy, and 

ATTENDANTa 

O. [Aside.] What would yonr master ? speak low, bully. 
At Ne comprends pas. 

Sc, I have informed Sir Ralegh that I come to see him. 
Conduct me to him, I pray. 
St. The Ambassador of Venice is with him, sir. 
Sc. It is better so. 

[Exit SoASNAFissi and Steward. 

G. Curses on that same pedagogue ! 

T. G. Sir, you are not among the Solons of the world : 
these tongues to you are Babel not Pentecost. I can 
understand them. 

G. I will pay for your understanding. 

F. G. Sir, Minerva is no light 0' love. 

G. I know not what you mean by that, but I am 
desirous to understand their converse. 

T. G. Their converse consists of indignation and 
imprecation. In short, unless the next to knock at the 
door be our lady Pax, you shall see deeds speak their 
meaning. 

Be-mter Steward with t?ie Venetian Ambassador, w7u) 
retires with his suite. He is followed to the door by 

Ralegh. 
Amh, Forgive me this intrusion, but believe 
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I knew that Scamafissi waited on you, 
And that his speech must be of Genoa ; 
When Genoa is in question, Venice wakes. 

[Exit Ambassador. Ealegh retires into 
the inner room again. 

Y, G. You mentioned me ? 

St. He says he has no time for a's soul now, so will you 
shog? 

Y. O. First, sir, I will chastise you and then I will not 
shog. 

G, Thou swaddling suck-Latin, he would gobble thee at 
a yawn! 

F. G. Then must he feel an indigestion, and thou, sir, 
must lack thy translations. 

St, Translations ! 

F. G, Well, I had thought thews were out of fashion, 
and wit was in. But I see learning must still beg at a 
backdoor. Yet Til ne'er set her that fashion. Fare you 
well, Boeotians. 

[Exit YouNa Gentleman. 

Re-enter Ralegh and Scarnafissi. 

Ra. I pray you bid your servants wait without. 
This man's a spy. How now, rash Daniel, 
What dost thou in the den of lions to-night ? 

G. Go you abroad, sir ? 
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Ra. No. 

G. Then I must stay. 

Ra, No. 

G. There I do not take you. 

Ra. Nor I you. 

G. Enough, this warrant ties me. 

Ra. [STiotDing a toarrant.] This unties me. 

Read it, — it is the royal manual 
Conveying order for my full release. 
Begone within, I am your keeper now. 

St. Why, thou art still tied to the knight, and dost not 
wish his company? Fie on thee, kettle! and yet 'tis 
wonderful how I dote on thine! 

[Exeunt Guard and Steward. 

Sc. Your lordship will inform me of the cause 
Of this so sudden shift in your resolve ? 
Our Duke hath heard from me your former zeal 
To stab the bulk of Spain at Genoa ; 
It is besides the manifest intent 
Of this your ampler liberty, to throw 
Some weight into the scale of conference. 
That kicks else with the light report of England, 
And match the only dreaded Englishman 
Against six hundred thousand pounds of Spain. 
Will you not fly at Gtenoa ? 

Ra. I am hooded ; 

No more than you I understand this change. 
But tell the Duke that when my chain is cast, 
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m soar so high, these royal falconers 
ShaU seem white staring specks confused in awe 
With all the common eyes of the world to mark 
Where I swoop. Pardon my brief courtesy ; 
Commend me to your Duke, and so farewell. 

[Exit ScABNAFissi and Suite. 

Ea. Now for this letter. [Reads,] "Swete harte I 
humbelle beseech you, desiar me not to-day." Marry, 
here is mystery. What ! no more ? 
Pete ! Dick ! I say ! 

Re-enter Stewabd. 

Rogues, where is your mistress ? 

Ist Ser. We know not truly, sir. 

Ra, How ! ye know and know not truly ? Eoiowledge, 
good rogue, pefftaineth to the universal or abstract of 
which truth is compounded; therefore he that knoweth 
must needs know truth. Therefore ye who know truly and 
not truly, are liars convicted. Get you gone, ye children 
of Aristotle. "Desiar me not to-day." 

[Exeurd Servants. 

Still here ? Where is the prisoner ? 

St Drowned in drink and behind strong bolts. 

Ra. Drinking my health. — Well ? 

St, My lord, to-night hath been like many many nights 
ago for company. I cannot drink — I am nearer salt water. 

Ra, Thou old salt ruffian, thou shalt be upon it soon. 
Gome, be merry ! 

St, Not one farthing will I touch 
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Ra. Hoity-toity. — ^Perchance I understand thee. We 
saQ on new seas, old comrade, — all twistings, shallows, 
rocks, and treacheries. But here is my lady. 



[Exit Steward. 



Enter Ladt Raleqh. 



R(L Good eyen, Bess. 

Lady Ra, Mj lord, I left a letter. 

Ba, Many. 

Lady Ea, My lord? 

Ba. Ten or so in those two lines; — ^as here an ''a" 
and here an '^'e," and if one pursue the catalogue it 
shall overpass Achilles' ships. 

Lady Ra, My heart conned no horn-book. 

Ra. Then is thy husband the happier. But prithee 
deliver me the cause of thy absence. 

Lady Ra. Nay, truly. 

Ra. Have I suflFered thee thirty years for this ! Then 
my news is mum. 

Lady Ra. Thou hast news ? 

Ra. Nay, truly, — ^yet stay, I hear my Lord Cobham was 
released from the Tower last night. 

Lady Ra. Ah ! 

Ra. Why, Bess, tears ? We do not weep, thou and L 
Nay, sweeting, I will make thee smile. 

Lady Ra. I have made smiles to-day. This morning 
early I obtained audience of his grace of Canterbury; 
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at noon I waited in the palace anteroom; at four of 
the clock I saw the king. And I was sick at heart 
and weary in limb. And the king jested, and I must 
jest too. And he boomed oracles. And Cobham is the 
cause. For his grace spake comfortingly of dissensions 
in the Council, and of some who would fain set thee 
wholly free to sail; and Cobham hath undone us with 
the king, and it is all to do again. 

Ma. My brave star, Cobham is not free, but I am 
free ; enlarged by warrant of the king's own hand. 

Lcidy Ra. He said naught ; — ^but this is written and 
sealed. 

Ra* Thou hast yet no smiles ? 

Lady Ra, Hear my heart ringing joy ! 

Enter Messenger. 

R(L You are from the Mint, are you not ? 

Me88. I am, sir, and the Deputy -Master sends you 
greeting, and returns these stones you sent him. 

Ra, Truly there sings a bird in my bosom to-day, and 
his song is of gold, for light is golden to the captive, 
and the wind is gold to the merchant, and hope is 
golden to the wronged, and a free right arm is beyond 
gold, and captive, and wronged, and merchant and free 
am I this day. Therefore let thy speech be gold too. 

Mess, The Master bade me say that these latter 
specimens of Guiana ore which your highness bestowed 
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on U8 liaye been assayed according to the use of our 
art and your own instructions. 

Ea. Speak, man, they were the best I had. 

Mess. The result is written here. 

Ba. Cannot you prevent this delay of paper and wax ? 

Mess. I have heard that the indwelling proportion of 
gold accords not altogether with your highness's 
expectation. 

Ea. Then say no more, for silence is golden too : but 
take this chain to your master as my security against 
the gold he must pay me. 

[Exit Messenger. 

Lady Ra. Walter is fallen into a strange passion for 
Cobham's ward, — that same Elizabeth Bassett to whom he 
was once betrothed. 

Ba. The sea heals passions. 

Lady Ba. It were a sorry union now. 

Ba. We know not what wrongs the Capulet had done 
the Montague, — ^yet all was healed between them. 

Lady Ba. By death. 

Ba. Thou art a Cassandra to-night, Bess. Come, tell 
me of this passion. The boy methought loved her not 
overmuch before, but he was a boy. And the maid is 
wealthy; and if she loved him her metal might be for 
the riveting of the fortunes of our house, which now 
have many cracks and gapes. 

Lady Ba. Is there no more to spend ? 

B. The loan of the Countess of Bedford is called in; 
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thy Mitcham house and lands are sold; much am I 
lent on bills; and for what is left, why, thou art my 
wealth, Bess. 

Lady Ra, These jewels shall go. 

Ra. Thou shalt not go unjewelled. 

Lady Ra. I wear thee. 

Erder Pennington. 

Ra. My worthy admiral, good news ! The dog's muzzle 
is off at last and I may bite again. 

Pen, My lord, your release is my heart's release; but 
it is young. I pray you speak not thus till we are on 
the seas. The stag is freed but to be coursed, and 
England has curs enough. 

Ra, Who runs me must fetch long breaths. What news 
from the muster-masters ? 

Pen, None worse and none better. Your able sailors 
have bought themselves out of the press for this voyage, 
and your unable have sold themselves in, whereby the 
muster-masters have waxed fat, and we have contracted 
a very scab of seamen. 

Ra, But those who know me, Hall's men, Whitney's, 
and WoUaston's? 

Pen, Await your neck's safety before they adventure 
their own. 

Ra. Let me be furnished from the hedges and ditches. 
Who am I that my seamen should outrival those of 
my king ? And I can cry him check with captains. I 
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have none of the scollions and lackeys and lickspittles 
that wallow in his commissions to the displacement of 
honest worth* 

Pen, Also the purveyors refuse more provision without 
more money. 

Ra. Shall those who raise a benefit out of the hunger 
and thirst of men that serve their prince and country 
faithfully abroad wax honest for my particular? Go to, 
Pennington; you are a child. 

Pen. There hath been riot on my Jason : several are 
slain on the Southampton : the Thunder was widowed 
of her crew one night, and Sir Warham St Leger must 
cook his ordinary solus. But I say a few less of these 
vermin is no matter, and all may be mended if your 
highness procures yourseK a pardon. 

Ra. I have much hope of it. I have for certain that 
the Queen is importunate with His Majesty on my 
behalf. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. A letter for the Honourable Sir Walter Ralegh 
from the most Honourable Sir Ralph Winwood at the 
Council. 

Ra. Ah! containing the Council's formal notifjdng of 
my freedom. — What is this? My thanks and courteous 
remembrances to Sir Ralph from his ever grateful servant. 

{Exit Messenger. 
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LcKty Ra, No more ? 

Ra. Tell the men they shall bathe in gold anon. Let 
all preparations be hastened, and bid each ship, as she 
is ready, to up anchor and sail at once towards 
Plymouth. Stagnancy and corruption would breed 
maggots in wholesome flesh. Go speedily. I will 
push on my Destiny, 

[Exit Pennington. 

Lady Ra, No more ? [Ralegh shows Tier the letter ; she 
reads,"] " Entertain no hope of a pardon ; — success shall 
be thy pardon with the king." 



SCENE IL— The Council-chamber, Whitehall. 

Emier King James, the Earls of Nottingham, Arundel, 
and Buckingham, Lord Bacon, Sir Ralph Winwood, 
Sir Thomas Lake, Archbishop Abbot wnd others, 

K. James, (Jood morrow to my lords and councillors, 
We trust your wisdom is assembled here : 
The light of kings grows by reflection, 
They are the lamps the King of Kings hath lit, 
And the illumination they lend 
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They may require with interest of light 

From those on whom it shines. Ourselyes therefore 

May ask from you some measure of advice 

With due addition to meet our need. 

We are persuaded that the kingly office 

Should wear a rich and ceremonial garb 

In commendation unto vulgar eyes 

Of sovereignty's compelling attributes ; 

To ignorance the deputies of heaven 

Are but as other men, and must be weighed 

By the degree wherein they correspond 

With that condition every clown wills his, 

But fears in the achievement ; grandeur speaks 

To bosoms where intelligence is dumb. 

Buck Dad, do you still want money ? 

K. James, Marry, Steenie,- 

Buck, No, marry Baby Charles. 

K, Jam£8, We are aware 

How often and how deeply in debate 
This matter has been urged upon your lordships, 
And with what issue. Some there are whose voice 
Is for the summoning of Parliament, 
Some urge curtailment of our bounty, some 
New taxes, some appeal to loyal purses ; 
Ourselves hear all and like of none. 
He who hath begged ne'er rules of whom he begged, 
Scant reverence attends diminished state. 
And we incline to other remedies. 
Ton know, my lords, how nearly and how long 
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We have desired to seal our peace with Spain 

On an indenture of affection, 

Namely by marriage of your prince, — alas 

Your only prince, — to the Infiajita there ; 

And have endeavoured to that auspicious end 

By private conference between Madrid 

And Sir John Digby our Ambassador. 

The Duke of Lerma and the Jesuits 

Have made a tennis ball of our desire, 

Tossing it lightly 'twixt their court and this 

Until the game grows tedious. Therefore, lords, 

We now commit the matter to our Council 

For formal entertainment and debate. 

And match against their sport our earnestness : 

If on a public and precise demand 

Spain will be trifling still, we'll turn elsewhere. 

Abbot. In virtue of my sacred office first, 
I voice the prayer of many loyal bosoms, 
And solemnly adjure Your Majesty 
To seal no pact with Spain. I leave to others 
Discussion of affairs of policy ; 
Mine be the spiritual sleeplessness 
For this brave little English flock, whom God 
Hath saved like Israel across a sea, 
And screened with cloud and stayed with fire, and set 
A royal priesthood to defend and guide : 
On their behalf I am most opposite 
To all who whisper composition 
With damnM heretics. 

B 
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• Buck, Of your grace's damning. 

Ab. Setting aside the spiritual ban, 
We reap bat tares from Spain, nothing bat pride, 
Nothing bat merciless oppression, 
The hate of sabjects, and a waste of blood. 

K. James. What say yoa, Sir Ralph Winwood, 
Yon that are called oar radder overseas ? 

Win. The general of my policy is known ; 
I have no &ith in Spanish promises. 
Oar arging of this marriage will appear 
Profession of a faith which we have bailt 
Upon a handred broken promises, 
And hearten them in infidelity. 
More, oar petition for their lacre mast 
Unmask a beggar where they feared a lord. 
The older heads of Spain are wise beyond 
The dating of this generation, 
And if we stoop to their conditions 
And beg the terms they look to as t'impose, 
We shall no doabt do service unto Spain, 
And show them we are yoanger than themselves, 
And have forgotten thirty years ago. 
In England I foresee this match will swell 
The barkings of domestic faction. 
And oar disfavour who must muzzle them. 

Lake. Tou have appraised that day too mortally 
When floods and fortune swept our seas of Spain ; 
We have but scotched the ancient sovereignty 
That frowns o'er Europe^ Spain's brief cloud is bright 
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With swords of lightning temper ; tirelessly 
Her priests sap our rent Church ; the Western main 
Still whitens with the canvas of her galleons. 
Wealth, pride, the past are hers, shell fight again ; 
And we must mine the secrets of her gold. 
And we must stay our confidence on her. 
Till peace shall conquer more than war hath won. 
We linked with Spain, who will vex Europe's rest, 
Who not admire England's arbitrament ? 
Refuse her riches, and this needy realm 
Will be a prattling voice in Europe's councils ; 
Be lavish if you would be counted great. 

K, James, Yet David slew Golia with a pebble. 

Win, Wealth ! if a bankrupt treasury, if rents 
And customs mortgaged, credit out of credit, 
Poor nobles, wasted merchants, every trick 
To conjure wealth a thousand useless times 
Discovered, if the lack of all be wealth, — 
Then, lacking all, Spain above all is rich. 

BiLck, Sir Thomas hath assayed the gold of Spain. 

Laike, What means my lord ? 

Btick. Look to your credit, sir, 

And you will see the letter of my meaning. 

Lake. You pay for this, my lord. 

BtLck. Faith, sir, not L 

K, James, Peace, Steenie, peace. 
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Enier Msssengeb. 

How now ? 
Mess. Count Sarmiento- 



K. James, He is welcome, lie is always welcome here. 



{Exit Messenger. 



Enter Sarmiento. 



Your news, Sir Count ? 

Sar, The Duke of Lerma, sire, 

Sends me a hotfoot messenger to say 
The theologians at Madrid report 
Our marriage may proceed upon conditions. 

Ah. ** May " and " conditions " ! 

K, James. They are natural 

Where f&thers wish dear daughters safely wed. 

Bar. Here is the substance of their holy love 
And anxious counsel for the union 
Of our two nations, which shall no doubt 
Be after formally reported on. 

K. James. Read you the process of their settlement 

Sar. First it protests their recognition 
Of one clear purpose in Tour Majesty 
Of just and equal treatment of your subjects. 
Which justice yet, they urge, with slow access 
And narrow issue of beneficence 
Has flowed where recent schism upraised a wall 
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To dam its healing tide from Catholics. 
Themselves therefore as a security, — 
To which assenting you, sire, will confirm 
Opinion of your wisdom, sweep aside 
Fanatic hate and heal this country's sores, — 
Bequest a solemn and a public act, 
Confirming unto English Catholics 
The promised but deferred remission 
Of legal pains and penalties. Be this 
The bridal gift of justice-loving England 
Awaiting the fair footfall on your shores 
Of our religious princess ; else constrained 
Never to know a land whose hate destroys 
All that her youth was taught to reverence. 
That very youth, they add, defines the time 
Wherein |)rompt cancelment of these sharp laws. 
And sweet attendant peace and love may ripen 
And make to smile this spiritual soil 
Against her coming, spare my king his child, 
And prove the constancy of English Charles. 
Three years she stays in Spain ; these ended, he 
Shall claim his bride. But sire, we love her so. 
That he must do our hearths a violence. 
And from us seize her. For the marriage-treaty- 



K, James, Silence, my lords, — hear the ambassador. 

Sar. Parliament must confirm its articles 
And see them put in execution : 
Namelyi that this princess shall sufier naught 
In word or deed^ by force or suasion, 
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By whisper of her dearest, or by loss 
Of opportunity of custom'd worship, 
May steal her from the bosom of God's Mother. 
The which to further, they desire a church 
Of public access for your Catholics 
Established here in London, liberty 
For priests to minister the blessed host. 
And move in vestments of their orders, free 
And sacred as the tribunes of old Rome. 

Ab, Nor old nor new Rome must be sacred here. 

Sar. This done, the portion, 

Buck, Here it comes at last. 

Sar. Tour lordship aptly guesses my conclusion. 

K. James, Agrees my brother with his theologians ? 

Sar. King Philip wills his bond of love with England 
Should have no term but all extension ; 
Tet must all contracts stand on limitation, 
Which most in them affirms validity. 

K. James, Enough. The question is defined, my lords, 
By Spain's own resolution, happily 
Coincident with our deliberations. — 
We leave the matter to our Councirs wisdom. 
Come, Sarmiento. 

[Exit King and Sarmiento. 

ft 

Ab, Are you content, my lords ? A Spanish bride. 
The Church of Rome, the word of England doubted. 
Her honour propped by law, her courage flouted. 
Her prince despised^ her kinjg obedient ? 



SIR WALTER RALEGH 23 

Let who would serve his country write henceforth 
Not loyalty but Loyola his lord. 

Ba. I am contented with your discontent ; 
For you, the servant of the Lord of love, 
Would split the world with hate. Consider Spain, 
And you will best consider England too : 
Religion is a counsellor of blood. 

Win, I must be silent if you sing this tune. 
I am no friend to Spain, but I protest 
I love her for the hate she bears this marriage. 
Spain, my good lords, I must recall to you. 
Like to a bankrupt merchant heaps her stall 
To hide the shifts behind her inner door. 
This marriage-treaty is but advertised 
To dazzle our regards ; but Spain is sick. 
Her joints are pierced m Flanders and Savoy ; 
She spends abroad while her shrunk household starves. 
And shall we lean upon this rotten staff? 
You have not served in France or Flanders, lords. 
Across the seas you'll hear another voice 
Touching the sapped supremacy of Spain. 

Ba, Learned you this courtesy in courts, Sir Ralph ? 

Ar. Novus homo, my lord. 

Bv>ck, {mimicking him). Translate, lord Howard. 

Ba, The king was grave, but I had rather see 
The king's face now than then : the words were Rome, 
The tongue is Sarmiento. 

Not Is he so inward 

With England's king that England waits without ? 
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Win, Has Nottingham forgot his advent here ? 
How when his gaUeon, sweUing with a freight 
Dearer to Spain than aught she carried yet, 
Drew towards Plymouth Sound, the sea was stilled, 
The air itself hung heavily oppressed 
Obsequious to Spain, and all adored 
Save one small strip of canvass, — or unmarked, 
Or that it found familiar employ 
In floating over citizens of Spain, — 
The English flag ? What answered Nottingham, 
Who taught that flag its true possessive height^ 
To plaint of its humility forgot ? 
Kisses and comfits, and a thousand vows 
That it should never so offend again. 
And a post hotfoot to the Plymouth fleet 
Conveying censure of the admiral ! 

Not. The answer was His Majesiy's dictation, 
Whom may be you will censure : for your quills 
Are new, Sir Secretary, in statesmanship. 
And squeak most vilely. — Naught is gained by noise, 
It is the lightning not the thunder kills ; 
Nor time nor circumstances then were apt 
To front the Spaniard. 

Win, Nor your wasted fleet. 

Not. God, how these clerks will prate of seamanship ! 

Ab, Would Drake had answered ! 

Win, We have Ralegh yet. 

Not. He sails to buy a pardon ; if he fail. 
Its price shall be four yards of hemp. 
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Win, My lord, 

When that his cousin Grenville fought and failed 
Amid a thousand dying dogs of Spain, — 
All cast the failure on Lord Thomas Howard, 
Save one : a little push had then sufficed 
To speed a Catholic along the slope 
To the precipitate peril of the law ; 
One pen — Sir Walter's pen — recorded praise : 
All are not hanged who fail. 

Not Why then he lives, 

For sure he'll fail ; the man hath ever failed : 
His part is still to claim the higher seat 
And to adorn the lower ; everjrwhere 
He touches greatness, nowhere hath achieved ; 
And still with a cajoling wronged mien 
Commends him unto those who know him not. 
Would I were younger, or Northampton quick. 
So should this ancient magnet of unrest 
Charm to himself indissoluble chains : 
He confer favours on the house of Howard ! 

Buck, Let him alone ; there are few dragons now. 
He's worth the watching, and, if tongues say true, 
He guards a store of famous golden apples. 

Re-enter King James. 

K, James. You debate loudly, lords, are you resolved ? 

Win, We talked of Ralegh, sire. 

K. James, Again that name J 
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It hath been ever a dividing sword ; 

Yet I do spy few marks of Christ in the man. 

But for the marriage ? 

Lake. Amity and Ralegh 

Were never wedded yet, and who loves Spain, 
Loves not that pirate. 

Win. Will you sit, my lord, 

And hear of pirates ? You were once a pirate 
With Drake and Frobisher and Hawkins, aye, 
And many another vaUant vanished man. 
But Drake and Frobisher and Hawkins sleep, 
No Grenville stars the sea with fire and fajne ; 
And you and Ralegh live, and your safe honour 
Scorns the bloodslippery deck it rose upon. 
And he — God help the great and greatly low ! 

K. JameB. My lords, we authorised you to debate 
Upon our proximate affinity, 
Not on our old unhappy strifes with Spain ; 
Since it may not be so, we do remove 
This marriage from our Councirs jurisdiction ; 
We will not throw religion unto dogs. 
Such matters touching it as we approve. 
We shall refer to a Commission 
Of sober unincensed and learned men. 

[Exit King James and all except Abbot and 
WiNwoon. 

Win. ril wager with your grace as many crowns 
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As one green orchard of your garden city 
Yields honey-hearted cherries each set of sun 
To the brown gatherers in ripe July, , 
That this Commission lacks both you and me. 

Ab. That such a message should be sent to England, 
And that the king should entertain it thus ! 

Win, He had this long ago, perhaps before 
Sir Walter was enlarged ; I knew it then. 

Ab. The king is marvellously set on Spain. 

Win. Aye, set to shifting, as a cock to the breeze ; 
And we must raise a steady western gale 
Shall blow salt water in his straining eyes 
And turn them from the barren cliflfs of Spain, 
Unto the western harbours of her gold. 
Why, sir, Spain only humours him awhile 
To hold his heart from roaming overseas. 
She is the wanton to our worthy king. 
And keeps him by deferment of desire. 
Look in our archives ; you will see her pen 
Has writ for thirteen years against this match. 
To-day I spy a little plant of hope ; 
His unmoved public face upon this news. 
His silence in a matter of religion — 
On which whoe'er is silent he must speak — 
Confirm my private information 
That no sweet secret messages will salve 
The gall of this pronounced imperative : 
And where it gaQs him, we can fret the wound. 

Ab. Speak not so loudly but inform me how- 
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Win. Knowing Iub immaturity the king 
Fret« at the scant respect he earns abroail, 
And craves a horn of Spanish blood to write 
Hia name in fiercer letters on the world. 
And therefore is our haggard's flight assared 
For three 8t«at reasons : the necessity 
To strengtiien English credit in this deal, 
The hope of gold to stave off Parliament, 
And, — but your grace will gness my tertinm, 

Ab. Proceed, sir. 

Win. It is theological. 

The royal brain applauds without reserve 
The doctrine of vicarious sacrifice ; 
Lovers of peace must shed their blood by proxy. 
If Ralegh wins to gold aad home again, 
That disc of gold which he has bidden dawn 
In those strange western skies transforms to light 
The dark that led to it ; for Solomon 
Will leap from puppet nnto potentate. 
If not, the innocent dies. 

Ab. For crime compelled ? 

Win. I mast confess it is not to my mind 
To load the cast with such a noble weight. 
I love the man ; bat he is out of hope, 
And England out of reputation ; 
Success mends both. 

Ab. most unhappy land, 

'ita.t seeks salvation in the sin of Judas. 

Win. Perchance I see too darkly ; 'tis my trade ; 
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For eveiy waking politician 

Is like a petrel prescient of storm, 

His eyes accustomed and liis sense conform 

To menace and mishap ; yet where he flies, 

The snn may shine and tempests never rise. 

Never so willingly wonld I efface 

False proven estimate, as in this case. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE HI.— A Room in a Tavern. 

A noise of singing is Tieard, which appears to come from 
a staircase leading to an upper room. 

Voice outside. Open ! oh open ! oh open ! 
Voice above, (Sings,) 

'* Bacchus and dame Venus once, 

Heigh ho ! heigh ho ! 
Each vowed the other was a dunce. 
And must serve a term Minerva. 

Heigh ho 1 heigh ho ! " 

"Bacchus " 

Voice oviside. Open ! oh open, I say ! 
Voice above, 

" Bacchus quaffed a cup of laughter, 
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Heigh ho ! heigh ho ! 
Signed the bond in red, I wis, 



[The door is rattled viotenUy, 



Venus sealed it with a kiss. 
Heigh ho, heigh ho ! " 

[Ste^ are heard descending, 

JEnter HoST humming the last lines. 

[He opens the door sloioly, then slams it 
back again. 

Host. Nay, I will hear the last verse. 

Voice above. 

" So Love and Wine left wanton plajong ; 
Heigh ho, heigh ho ! 
Till one mom they found them lorn. 
And mistress Wisdom gone a-maying ! 
Heigh ho, heigh ho ! " 

Voice otUside. Will you let a beast die on such a night ? 

Host. (Opens the door again, admits a Guabd and shuts 
it again.) You are not dying. 

O. The other man is d3ring. 

Host. Who are you ? 

O. Lord Cobham and Lord Oobham's guard, late of the 
Tower anon for the world. It were not healthy for the 
watch to find a dead man at your door. 

Host. The same who 

G. Aye, who accused Sir Walter Ralegh of traitorous 
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dealings with Spain and put him with hinlself into the 
Tower fourteen years ago. But I am not here to talk 
history. 

Host Oobham is released ? 

G, Why, man, unless you admit him he shaU soon be 
released from life. 

Host, Get you out, and he may enter. 

G, Nay, I must be in his company. 

Host. Then get into that inglenook, and call yourself my 
guest. 

[Opens ths door. 

Enter Cobham. 

06b. Are you a host ? 

Host. Whose guest are you ? 

Ooh. I think you are a host, for your name is Legion, 
and you sing like the devils when a sinner is knocking 
at hell-door for warmth. Give me drink, — hot drink, 
fellow. God ! the cold of these nights of spring ! 

Host. Who are you ? 

Ooh. One who has been high and is low, who has been 
warm in the world and finds it cold, who knows there is no 
height without a depth, and no kindness that must not be 
hired. Therefore I am here. Come, dispatch. How long 
have you kept taverns that you forget the needs of 
travellers ? 

Host, This is no court. Til not answer. 

Coh. Fellow, an thou talk to me of courts, I will outcourt 
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thee. I have ate in conrt» I have drank in court, I have 
danced in court, I have loved in courts I have died in 
courts and 'fore Gk)d, I court it not. 

Host, And you have lied in court. 

Coh. Zounds, you knave 

Host. Nay, my Lord Cobham, draw not Do you wish 
an answer to your question? These within are Ralegh's 
men. Nay, they excel men by so much as a cheese 
excelleth the moon : and stout fellows, and Ralegh's 
men. Will you drink, my lord? or will you walk? 

Coh. Ton know me ? I am older by illness. 

Ho8t Love knows hate — ^a' is a near neighbour. I love 
Sir Walter Ralegh, and you hated him. Therefore I 
know you. 

[TumvXt imthin, and cries for the Host. 
The Company descend singing, but 
at sight of a stranger are silent. 

Host Tou must understand, sir, as I was saying, that it 
is the excellent humour of these gentlemen to be silent in 
presence of one they know not, until he say some matter 
that may commend his worthiness of their company, 
some grave project, some nice distinction, merry quip, 
or sublime conceit For, their words being jewels, they 
cast them not to swine. — Indeed, sir, it is their phrase. — 
And above all you must not speak your poetry or your 
religion ; — ^for all here are friends ; and a man's religion is 
for himself, and his poetry is, God keep us, not for his friends. 
Therefore, bethink you of your mother wit and your father 
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necessity, that their offspiing ms^y show himself a cavalier 
of brain and resource. 

Cob. I will go. 

Host. [Aside.] If you stir, I will reveal your name. — 
Speak; let not this worshipful company lack your enter- 
tainment. Well, I must e'en question you. What was 
your mother's name ? for I am sure no father would give 
his name to such a stockfish. 

Cob. Now by the Lord 

Host. No patron of yours. Proceed. Your estate ? 

Cob. Honourable, until I married. 

Host. An answer that shows you less man than your 
wife. But this grows long. Propound, sir, propound. 
Come you by invitation of the knight Sir Walter Ralegh, 
or whose guest are you? 

Cob. Monk, Monk, I say ! 

G. My lord? 

1st Reveller. My lord ! Who is your lord ? 

G. My Lord Cobham, it is the hour to start. 

Ist Rev. Cobham ! 

2nd Rev. Cobham ? monstrous wretch ! 

Others. Traitor! 
Coward ! 

[They dose round him threateningly. 

Enter Ralbgh. 

Ra. How now, hearts? Who is here? My Lord 

Cobham ! I have owed thee fifty crowns for long. Cancel 

c 
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it by thiBy and God wipe oat the remembrance of all 
debts 'twixt thee and me. [Aside to Guard.] Fellow, thou 
art in some measure beholden to me in the matter of 
thy daughter's recovery by my cordial. 

O. Aught that I can do in duty, sir. 

BcL I ask nothing but that which duty permits and 
gratitude may persuade. Take this purse and deal 
honestly with my lord. He seems sick. 

Cob. Thou hast the gold ! 

Ba, But five and forty pounds in all the world, together 
with eighty feet of Thames mud that is Atlas to my 
fortunes. Master reveller, I have desired some colloquy 
with you touching the process of my History whiles I am 
on the seas. I crave your scrutiny of such rough matter 
as I have collected for the second volume : it lies at my 
house and shall be sent by trusty messenger. Be my 
attorney for all relating thereto tiU I return, rare 
reveller. 

[ITiey are interrupted by an increasing 
tumult. 

Cob. I say I'll not bear it, bring him forth. 

2nd Rev. I say you must 

Cob. My name besmirched, mine ancestry reviled ! 

3rcZ Eev. He speaks his verse ; he has broken the 
rules. 

Cob. Had he made Sir John speak in rhjrme, it were 
somewhat. But to show a beggarly cowardly gluttonly 
debauched sponge 
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Sa. What is here? 

Host. He protests his ancestor was a gentleman. 

Cob. Call him forth, that I may slit his nose. 

Ea, My lord, my lord, this is foolish matter. 

Cob, It hath not been thought so. Let me speak with 
Master Shakespeare. 

Ist Rev. Intempesta silet nox. Resolve us this coiL 

Ra. It is an ancient quarrel. Our divine Will hath, 
you know, in several plays shown this fat knight, and 
put in his mouth as meny a mixture of humour and 
villainy as he hath added inches to his paunch. This 
knight he called at first Sir John Oldcastle. Now Sir 
John Oldcastle is he who was styled Lord Cobham and 
was burnt for a heretic. Long ago, when days were 
merrier, it was a notable annoyance to my lord's father 
that his ancestry should be thus, even in sport, belittled, 
and he obtained alteration of the name to Sir John 
FalstafiF; — which methought had ended the matter. 

Cob, A Bankside actor, a fellow that held horses, that 
stole deer, that marred before he married 

Ist Rev. Hold ! on thy life ! thou art not worthy to 
kneel before his dust. And from thine own speech I will 
disprove thee. Sir John Oldcastle was no ancestor of 
thine. His wife, the Lady Cobham, had him for one of 
her husbands, and loaned to him her name and title. 
By another husband had she thy ancestor Brooke of 
Cobham. Therefore no jests on Sir John can touch 
thee, were thy name as high as his. But thy name is 
Cobham. 
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Och, God's life ! my sword ! or one or oilier of ye I 

Ra. Will is dead. 

Cob. Life had only revenge. Take me away. 

let Rev. Sofdy and safely, safely and sofdy, master. 
Unasked you came here : unasked you shall stay. What 
ho for our Court of Fie Powder! let him be arraigned. 

O. Sirs, — I pray you, — ^he is in my charge. 

Ra. Let them pass. 

laRBv. Nay! 

Ra. Let him go. He is my guest, and by your rules 
no guest may be afironted. Christ's wounds I must I 
teach you your rules? 

\«t Rev. There is no need. He was ever thy evil 
angel. 

Ra. And so he rightly leaves me. Farewell. 

Cob. Thy bullies ! thou shalt fare ill for this ! 

[Exit CoBHAM and Guard. 

Ra. Come bullies, my bullies ! What I shall there be 
strife among Sacred Thebans? Shall we be every man 
in*s humour, my fiddle-faced lads ? Come, walk you by 
my side to the gallows, and there'll need no crape to dub 
you mourners for my quartering. Fie on you, peevish 
Puritans 1 

Host. Puritans ! And well nigh half my cellar in their 
bellies. 

Ut Bev. We'll catch the other half. 

All. A catch, a catch ! 
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Isi Rev. Will you hear our new song ? 

Ra, An its pitch be C, 
'Tis not for me ; 
My stomach hath enough of that pitch. 

\gt Rev. Nay, 'tis a most flat ditty, — I did not make it. 

Host. I would have you observe, masters, that» tho' I 
love you, this is not your meeting room. 

AU. To Helicon then, to Helicon. 

Host The place hath suffered honourable addition, I 
perceive. 

[Exeunt all upstairs except Baleoh and 
Host. 

My lord, I have news : My brother, who your lordship 
knows has in his office of barber's man occasions of 
intimacy with Sir Ralph Winwood, chanced to find in 
his account last night a paper addressed to your lordship. 

Ra. Which you have read, ha ? Well, I had rather my 
fortunes were in your hands than at the toe of greater 
men. 

Host. I leave your lordship with all hope. 

[ExU Host. 

Ra. [Reads, then after a pause.] He writes, that his 
good wishes sail with me 
In any stout unmentioned enterprise 
That may in my opinion redress 
A mine well lost ; — nay more, that sight of gold 
Hath ofttimes proved sufficient excuse 
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Of means to gold ; that our estate is lean, 
And that success is not for hnngry men. 
God's life ! where does this point ? 

(The singing begins again overhead.) 

One step from the king; 
And he is near a greatness, such a greatness : — 
Guiana, Mexico, Virginia, 
That sickle of shore that reaps a richer sea 
Than our chill overtrafficked oceans. 
One one small fight with prosperous-feeble fleets 
Makes ours for ever. — What a victory ! 
What future will remember whose blood paid. 
Whose reputation ? If the Spaniards bleed, 
I am content my reputation die. 
So England be newborn. 

Be-enter Guard. 

G, My Lord Cobham has fainted. — I cannot move him 
alone ; I may not leave him, and there is danger 
in these streets. 

Ra, Go back. — I will help. 

[Exit Guard. 

[Kneeh,] God, whate'er thou art, who madest me, 
I cannot hide my purposes from thee ; 
I seek mine own renown, mine own redress. 
Yet not, God, loving my country less ; 
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For I believe thy years will judge her so 

As she doth right my wrongful overthrow ; 

Whate'er I win, to her I give it all, 

And if I fail, avert from her my &11 ; 

dear dim God, thou, thou alone dost know 

My heart's sincerity ; — ^reward me so. 



ACT II 

SCENE I 
A Boom in the Palaoe at Greenwich. 

SCENE II 
A Lonely Part of the Biver Bank 

SCENE |m 
A Street off the Strand 

SCENE IV 
A Boom in Balegh's Lodgings 

SCENE V 
Boom in an Inn on the Bath Boad 
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ACT IL 

SCENE I.— A Room in the Palace at Greenwich. 
EiNa James seated, studying a booh 

K. James. \Beads^ "Ninias was esteemed no man of 
war, but altogether feminine and subject to delicacy." 

\Puts down hooh 
% % • • • 

And he succeeded to Semiramis, 
That very valiant queen, but overthirsty 
For blood — and flesh : she was your Amazon, 
Good master Rawly ; you had made a splash 
On Tigris in those nights of splendid sin ; 
Such men as you have never served a man, 
And, had he found you living, Ninias 
Had brooked your swaggering as ill as James. 
As James — GJod's truth, is this my portraiture ? 
For I succeeded valorous amorous Bess ; 
" No man of war," — why it is very true, 
Sith peace must pay the reckoning of war. 
Methinks this Ninias is my right self, 
A prince of peace and leisure, born to smoothe 
A world grown rough with thews of paladins. 
Ninias ! 
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Enter SABmEKTO. 

Sar, No, Don Saxmiento, siie^ 

Or rather Madam Venus, if yon please. 

K, James, The queen of beauty thou ! 

Sar. Queen of matchmakers ! 

And most unhappy matches hath she made ; 
And Jove but mocks her when she fails, poor Venus. 

K, James. Poor Jove. 

Sar. Ah ! Jove was reading Lucian. 

K. JaTnes. Think you that Rawly — that he dared to write 
These words of his anointed sovereign ? 

Sar. You have imprisoned him, God knows how justly ; 
Tou have enlarged him. What the prisoner 
Might rail in thanklessness, the grateful free 
Will write a second volume to correct. 

K. James. Never. This licence is against all use, 
All royal and deserved dignity. 

Sar, He'll write no more ; his thews were rusting, sire. 

K. Jamss. Enough of him. 

Sar. England and Spain assent. 

JET. James. Odds life ! you have the schedule of his ships, 
Their crews, arms, destination, landing-places. 
All inventoried at Madrid, the man 
Unpardoned, dangerous and distant seas, 
A land whose welcome is disease and death ; 
And we have nothing. Asks my brother more ? 
Truly I know not why he asks so much. 
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This mine of Oroonoko is not his ; 
It is the earth's, freehold to none, but their's 
Who hold : if Spaniards light upon it, well ; 
They have the liberty of search as we. 

Sar. The justice of Your Majesty is clear. 
Here is cm infant territory claimed 
By England and by Spain, two jealous mothers ; 
You, like a second Solomon, decide 
That this young land be put in jeopardy; 
And she who fights for it the stoutlier. 
To her it must belong. 

K. James. Nay, laddie, nay. 

You saw the man's commission ia trade. 
He hath a pedlar's licence, nothing more. 

Sar, A pedlar with a wondrous weighty pack ! 
Nine hundred fighters, fourteen keels of war. 
Ordnance and fiery preparation. 
This is Bellona's stuffing. Let him sail 
With no defence but his integrity, 
And two stout bottoms for his commerces. 
And Spain herself will welcome Ralegh there. 

K. James. He shall not sail without security 
Against attack on Spain. 

Sar. Security ! 

Secure him in the Tower, and prevent 
The piracies I know that he intends ; 
Which else must draw upon your guiltless English 
That sleep upon the mighty bosom of Spain, 
A bloody waking from security. 
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K. Jame». Jast^ if he do some deed of piracy ; 
But his mere sailing is not piracy. 
Our purpose and his sailing is for peace : 
My brother has my royal word for that. 

Sar, You have a mission from Almighty God, 
The dove of peace has nestled in your isle, 
Will you, a king, oppose the King of kings. 
And chase his gentle bird ? Consider thus : — 
The kings and principalities of Europe 
Are tense like dogs with dreams of lust and blood 
And gleam of teeth along each boundary. 
Howe'er they claim divine authority 
Inalienably shines upon their spears, 
And march beneath fair flags, the inward cause 
That dyes our tortured fields so bloodily. 
Is Naboth's vineyard tho' they call it God's ; 
Men love not those whose acres touch their own. 
What ? doth God*8 Vicar sweat for Christ alone. 
Or lest the lord of Naples gnaw his states ? 
How breed the strifes of France and Italy ? 
Wherefore has hatred split the Empire ? Land ! 
Here lost by Peter, there by Luther won ; 
The care of all the churches is for land. 
Your throne upon this island is remote 
From lusting lease, conveyances of crime. 
Circled by purging waters, apt to sway 
Unto sweet reason and enduring peace 
The hearts of kings ; and will you use those seas 
But to transport to younger purer shores 
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The hates of Europe ? Must the Indies learn 

That England is a name for robbery, 

And her professing peace a school of war ? 

K, James. Man, he must sail, the nation cries for it : 

I crave no Spanish blood, unless it flow 

In dear conjunction through some grandson's veins ; 

No Spanish gold. 
Sar, Your ministers do that. 

Enter Messenqeb. 

Mess, Lord Bacon humbly craves an audience. 
K, James. Then we must see him. 

[Mit Messenqeb. 
Enter Bacon. 

Well, Lord Keeper, well ? 

Bacon. Will't please Your Majesty to read this paper ? 
It is a thesis which I have composed 
But waits the royal approbation. 

K. James. How does it press ? 

Bacon. This way : Sir John Digby 

Is shortly for Madrid ;— these lines approved 
Would be a mighty warrant for success 
Of our desired amity with Spain. 

K. James. Has Winwood read them ? 

Bacon. They are roughly writ. 

K. James. I understand ; but here are friends of Spain, 
Can you not shape your argument to us ? 
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Bacon, Thus then it is. You know this royal match 
Is very near my heart, but I ne'er dreamed 
That states can build upon the sands of love : 
rid have a rougher and more during rock 
That can resist that ancient miner time. 
In nations, as in private unions, 
The altar often proves affection's tomb, 
Yet many losing love find interest : 
So it may issue now, for many crags 
Bristle the sliding current of our loves. 
Here then I have devised, and amplified 
By indication of conjunctive means, 
A common court of arbitration 
To be established 'twixt ourselves and Spain 
Upon the consummation of this match. 
This shall unite us nearer than a priest. 
When at our feet the lusty lords of Europe 
Must strive in harmless tournament and stay 
The long effusion of Christian blood. 
Such is the near advantage ; but besides, 
I have foreseen an ultimate renown, 
Spain upon land and England on the seas 
Arrayed against that ancient foe to light, 
That ceaseless hammer at the gates of the West, 
The Turk. 

Sar. Before or after Ralegh's death ? 

K. James. He will but trade, he will but trade. 

Bacon. My liege, the learning and the nimble wit 
Of your lat« prisoner, Sir Walter Ralegh, 
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Make me ofttimes forget his traitorous wrongs 
For minds may match tho' conscience condemns. 

K. James. You see ? 

Sar, Is this my lord's conclusion ? 

Bacon. Having thus pleasure in his company 
I lately questioned of his purposes, 
If with so great expense so scantly met 
He missed the mine. Then trippingly, as one 
That eased a ripe thought from his swelling brain. 
He laughed, " We'll look for plate-fleets ! " In amaze 
I cried on his piratical intent ; 
But all the answer my remonstrance earned 
Was, that he wondered who had ever heard 
Of men that had been pirates for a million. 

K. James. We are beholden to you, my Lord Keeper. 

• ' [Exit Bacon. 

Sar. [Taking up tlie hook.^ This is a veritable libel, sire, 
And in my land would find sharp remedy. 

K. James. We do not use your bloody ways in England. 

/Sar. So then he sails ? 

K. James. He sails without a pardon. 

Man, Rawly swears the mine is not your land. 
None knows but he, for none hath seen the spot ; 
And till you prove it yours, ours it remains. 
His sailing shall be laid before the Council ; 
But they will send him. Yet I swear to you. 
If every single of his fourteen keels 
Return a fathom deeplier sunk with gold, 

D 
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And if the register of purchase there 
Show but one blot of Spanish blood, nay, if 
The meanest of his sailors look upon 
The vassals or the property of Spain ; — 
He sails with all his rascal robber rout 
One long last voyage to your capital, 
There to be hanged in public at Madrid, 
And all his gold shall be restored to Spain. 
By our firm faith in Christ and royal word ' 
We swear it, and in token give our hand ; 
If Spain and England shock, why then, good-bye 
To Rawly ; he maun go but he maun die. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II.— A Lonely Part of the River Bank. 
A hoot Tiasjust dravm up and several Workmen are landing. 

let Work. So ! shore again, and God help all sailors. A 
plague catch all work, and all ships and all men that sail 
on salt. The very name breeds thirst, and I am dry as 
a haddock. 

2nd Work. The plague hath caught them already. 
Master Edward Hastings is joined to the adventurers. 

Srd Work. I remember a wherry plied at Tower steps 
that was death to row, so infected was it with the flying 
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quaUty. It killed my father seyen years ago ; a' knew 
it was his end when he sweated in December. 

2nd Work. And this Destiny will slay more than a 
wherry. Cnrse me if ever I work on her again. 

1^ Work. The ark Destiny ! Noah was a wise builder ; 
his ark he named not, meaning that if his venture fed 
the fishes none should know on't. Tet it swam and 
the world drowned. 

2nd Work, I would thou hadst been on the world 
then. 

let Work. If ever this ark save a man, hew me in 
pieces for a Ijdng Puritan. Look you, she hath nor 
men nor money. The knight Ralegh is out of both, 
and 

3rd Work. I want money, masters. Til not work for 
the plague. 

2nd Work. Nor I. 

1st Work. Nor I, but Til be idle my own fashion. It 
is minutes since I did propose to you to take gentlemen's 
leisure, and no man has answered me as a gentleman 
should. Are you men and do not drink? Then you 
are beasts. And yet never a beast but drinks; 3rou are 
therefore no beasts. You scurvy logs! but Til ne'er be 
waterlogged with you. 

Enter a Spaniabd. 

Sp. Are ye Sir Ralle's men ? 

2nd Work. We are no man's men, we be our own men. 
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2nd,W(}7'k, We are working. 

Sp. Do you love the Spaniard ? 

Ut Work Why, truly, if the Spaniard speak us fair 
and drink us &ir, we love him as other men. 

Sp. There is hellish work afoot. 

All Aye ! 

Sp. But 'twill be worse if this vessel be completed. 

If^ Work. An you touch our work, I must tell your 
lordship that we are honest workmen. 

2nd Work. Aye, and love not' our work. 

Srd Work. And serve Master Phineas Pett^ the king's 
shipwright ! 

Sp. Well, if this ship be completed, she must not sail : 
if she sail — do you take me — she must sink ! 

2nd Work. We'll take you, sir. 

let Work. Marry, sir, we have been honest work- 
men 

Zrd Work. An our hands stand in pockets, 'tis our 
own pockets they stand in. 

Sp, My master hath asked me to ask your counsel as 
honest workmen. Your orders are to use all execution ; 
but my master hath whispered me that the more execu- 
tion is used the more shall some be executed. 

2nd Work. Your master is a scurvy rogue. 

Ist Work. Who is your master ? 

3r^ Work. We serve Master Phin 

Sp. Do you know this seal ? 
All Why no! 
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Sp, It is the seal of His Excellency Count Sanoiento, 
the Ambassador of Spain. 
2nd Work. And who is he ? 
let Work. Peace, thou ignorant Turk ! 
2nd Work.. I work no more. 

3rd Work. But we serve Master 

Sp. Fool, is a leaf a shelter against a hurricane ? 



JEnier Stbwaed and YouNO Walter Ralegh. 

St How now, knaves? Oflf the ship? Sir Walter's 
express commands are that all despatch be used to 
complete her. 

3rd Work. This gentleman 

1st Work. Peace, fool ! 

Y. R Rebellion? Work, or FU ride you like a 
nighthag ! 

[Exeunt Workmen. 

I pray you, sir, come apaxt with me ; I desire further 
conference with you. What is your errand with these 
mudfish? To swallow them, or perchance that they 
may swallow you? 

Sp. I answer no boy's question. 

T, R. I question no man twice : draw ! Hell has been 
empty of Spaniards of late. 

[They fight. 
St. Walter ! — ^remember your father ! 
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r. A Too Ute. [The SpANiABD/o/Zt. ] What is this ?• 
paper! 

St. In Sarmiento's hand, promising indemnity to all 
who hinder the building or prevent the sailing of the 
ship Destiny, He was showing them this. 

T. R. My father must see it. 

Sp. Thou next. 

[Dies, 

St, These clods have seen nothing. No Englishman 
sees aught between the brim and the bottom of his 
tankard. 

F. E. I care not : into the river with him ! 

St. Not a word of this now to your father 

T. R. Every word ! one more jackal matters not to the 
lion. 

Efnter Sir W. Ralegh. 

Father, I have slain my Spaniard. It was a word and 
a blow : the knave would not answer me his business with 
our workmen. 

Ra, It was then no word and a blow. 

Y. R. He was promising 

Ra. Phineas Pett is ever promising, and his workmen 
are never performing. 

Unter Sarmiento. 

St. Jove followed Mercury close, — his lightning singed 
my beard. 
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Sar. I saw you walking, sir knight, and followed you here. 
Your Destiny grows fairer every day. 

Ba. 'Tis a happy chance, for I sought Tour Excellency. 
My headstrong boy heie hath slain a Spaniard in 
a duel, and the matter will need your friendly 
offices. 

Sar, How befel this, sir ? 

Ra, A word and a blow he saith. You know as much 
as L 

St They quarrelled on Cadiz. 

Sar. The lad hath his father's courage and his father's 
fire, and, I fear me, his father's hate. Where is the 
dead? 

Sf. He lies thei^. 

Sar. Sir — ^may I talk with you aside ? 

Ra. Leave us awhile, friends. 

St. [Aside.] Only a talk ! 
The lion walked within the jackal's den 
And now returns with but one jackal slain. 

T. R. But we sail to hunt more jackals ! 

St. Gome away. 

[Exeunt YouNG Ralegh and Steward. 

Sar. Must your old hate of Spain be breeding, sir ? 

Ra. I am unpardoned for my love of Spain. 
Shows any man a larger love than mine, 
Who am attainted and have dwelt by death 
All for Spain's sake ? My friends are all mistook ; 
These fourteen years I am your country's friend. 
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Bar, Or friend or foe, both ways you honour us. 

Ra. Sir, let us use Elizabethan speech, 
Not womanish and subtle compliment. 

Sar. Your voyage is from danger unto death. 

Ra. Rather from danger unto hope. 

Sar, Of what ? 

Of pardon ? Jealousy is king of sins. 
For that alone he seats himself in minds 
Unbreachfed else by vice, and there his state 
Suffers no head to top its pedestal. 
Sir, I am very inward with your king ; 
Your fortunes suffer from his jealousy, 
And naught but death may mend them. 

Ra, It may be. 

Sar, Build not upon the Council ; Buckingham 
Would cast this voyage like a rag aside, 
Ceased it to lure the Howards to oppose. 
And in opposing work their own decrease. 
Winwood is frail, and Bacon serves his dreams ; 
The rest are sheep. 

Ra. But all are Englishmen. 

Sar. What seek you in this enterprising ? War ? 
"Ninias was esteemed no man of war." 

Ra, County I will kill you if you mock my king. 

Sar. I do protest, were I no son of Spain, 
rd hate your stubborn pride and not yourself. 
Once more upon my gracious king's behalf 
I offer you safe conduct to this mine. 
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Ha, I was about to offer him thus far. 
I need no conduct, Count ; I have a star. 

Sar, It hath been latterly eclipsed again. 

Ea, The star I sail by is my hate of Spain. 

Sar. Hate lights no path to hope. 

Ra. Yet the stars shine 

In darkness ere the dawn, and so doth mine. 
You tell me I shall die ; it may be so : 
I have wooed death a hundred times before, 
In battle, in disgrace, and not the least 
In this long loneliness of all my friends 
Who call to me from out the shining past ; 
They live, and I and all their years are dead. 
We were death's lovers, I the laggard last ; 
The bridal waits for me. You mock my hope ? 
Hope is the vision on a dead man's face ; 
For who beholding all life's puny cares. 
Meshed in the net of circumstance, mistook 
By all his dearest^ thwarted in good aims, 
Wills not, desires not» knows not that this present 
Must crumble from him at the touch of time, 
And his own body utterly decay. 
Ere this strange new free blossoming be bom 
Whose stirring he must feel but never see. 

Sar. Dreamer of dreams. 

Ba. Virginia was no dream. 
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Enter Des Marets. 

Ba. Good-morrow, County is very near good-bye ; 
France and Spain honour me. 

De» M, I would have seen 

What the world's eye must shortly gape upon. 
Good-morrow to my dear and honoured brother. 

Ra. [Aside!] These brothers seem to find speech difficult 
He will not hide, Count, that he loves me not. 

Sar. This is a trading expedition ; 
Yet what a preparation we see 
Against imagined enmities ! 

Ea. My lords, 

I am surrounded with no mimic foes. 
If I imagine them, why witness me 
This preparation cannot bud in war. 

Sar. Or else you are the common enemy, 
And run in dangerous solitude^ — Sir, sir, 
You are overbold to fight two nations. 
Against the major motion of the world. 
Two, say I ? Three ! for England soon will graft 
Upon the double root of France and Spain 
That anchors Europe, a young lordly branch 
Whose seed shall be the fairest bloom of time, 
Earnest of peace, our new Enmnanuel. 

Ra. If I have apprehended you aright, 
Master Ambassador of Spain, you fear 
Your king must suffer if my master trades ; 
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You are no flatterer to Spain, my lord 

But if you know her weakness in those seas 

And if you, therefore, swell the threats of Spain 

As insolently as her canvasses 

Beyond that line my canvasses shall cross, — 

Why then I say I am familiar 

With seas that you haye never sailed upon. 

I know the threats of Spain, and I have spoke 

With many that have sailed beyond the line : 

That region is excepted from all treaties, 

It is not yours nor ours, and therefore, if— 

Mark you that "if" — some of your white array 

Should grow to red beyond that line, and if 

Some of the gold you robbed be robbed from you. 

How shall you cry on our aggression ? 

If we should bum or outrage or destroy. 

You must forgive us, who have lessoned us 

That might, or seeming might, is Providence 

To those unordered wilds. Our nations' peace 

And-your smooth words merit a courteous mien, 

I meet you as I met Berreo once. 

Your captain in Guiana, hate to hate. 

And our two naked souls each burning each ; 

And yet our speech was courteous. Ill unlearn 

My hate for Spain when Spain unlearns herself. 

God ! how these level days breed little men ! 

I had not stood behind a Spaniard's chair 

With — " By your leave,"— and — " If it please you sir," — 

And — " May your servant take a holiday " — 
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But thirty years ago. I serred a lady ; 

That ia a free man's proper servitude. 

Qod grant thee quiets great Elizabeth, 

And grant thy knight swift passage to thy side. 

Sar. Go thither then. 

Ea. Nay, you are sacrosanct, 

And Ij my body is king's carrion, 
We may not fight, we two. 

De$ M. Peace, gentlemen. 

Ra. Peace ! is it peace with Spain ? I'd Jehu be. 
And strew earth with her damned idolatry. 

Des M. My lord, you had best retire. 

Sa/r. The king shall know 

This, and your murder of my gentleman. 

Ra. Ah, since I am forbidden his access, 
I know your courtesy will not refuse 
To take my postscript to your embassage. 

[Shows the letter he had taken from the 
dead Spaniard. 

Sar. It is your hour, but the months fight for me ! 

[Exit Sarmiento. 

Des M. Sir, you bred men in England : would to God 
France had the use of one of that old breed I 
She would not chain her masti£f in a kennel 
Because forsooth he bit her enemies ! 
So high a spirit should lean upon a king : 
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Here is no king for you, he is all Spain ; 

And there you cannot fight a continent. 

This is but talk of mines. Where will you strike ? 

Three monarchs watch your swoop from the quick clouds ; 

Two of them are your enemies. 

Ra. Ah, ah ; 

Have you conferred with Scamafissi, Count ? 

Des M. Not I, 

Ra, Well, truth will out, and hawks must fly, 

And that is my conclusion. Only mark ; 
I have a mighty enterprise in brew. 
Which wiU confer much honour and more profit 
Upon the monarch who shall reap its fruits. 
And so your gracious king would welcome me ? 

De8 M. Will you join France ? I promise everything. 

Ra. My Lord of Arundel and Sir Ralph Winwood. 

Des M. m take my leave and will remember you. 

[Eadt Des Mabets. 

IhUer Arundel, Winwood and Lady Ralegh. 

Ra. Saved in ripe time, my lords ; this pretty France 
Was laying siege to my strait English virtue, 
To seize her hand and scamper out of school. 
Vetulam meam praetuli. 

Lady Ra. My lord ? 

Ar. 'Tis well she cannot understand your Latin. 

Win, When does Ulysses sail ? 
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Ba. When his raft sails ; 

Or, to speak nearer to sincerity, 
When they that love him hinder him no more, 
And they that hate him wm promotion 
Of their desire and his to let him sail. 

Win, By this you count your friends your enemies. 

Ba. No man of those I love but dreads my purpose 
Is to set horrid war 'twixt us and Spain, 
No man of those who hate me but believes it. 
I cannot tell my firiends they are mistook, 
And that I spy a passage thro' this surf, 
For none save God knows my sincerity. 
And deeds not words are conquerors of doubt. 
And therefore I am hindered of my friends. 
But helped and hated of mine enemies ; 
For they desire to see ttiy dipping sails 
To prove their prophecies of my intent. 
And, to conclude, I am in such a case 
As Joseph : my apparel is a coat 
Of shifting colours hated and suspect. 
But yet Fll prove, as Joseph did, my shift, 
Beneath the motley of these times, is cut 
Unto no shifting figure of a man. 

Win, Tou have seen Sarmiento ? 

Ra. He near killed me. 

Let him not know the schedule of my ships — 
That is, if you can keep it from the king. 

Win. You know the king ; at present he is oun : 
Yet never stay your sailing ; royal warrants 
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Run over land but do not wet their feet. 
That your armado is a stouter few 
Than any equal number of his ships 
Which rot upon commission, eats his peace, 
And may incUne him any hour to Spain. 
Strength and celerity may tal^e you far, 
Beyond my vision not beyond my care. 
Farewell. 

[Exit WiNWOOD. 

Lady Ra, You desire to be alone with him ? 

Ar, Nay, lady, the mere office of a friend. 

Ra, Never a good deed needed secrecy. 
And never Arundel without good deed. 

Ar. I overheard you : oh deceive me not. 
But by your faith in God, by your white honour. 
By your true love for this dear delicate dame. 
By our fast friendship in the teeth of hate. 
Swear me your stark sincerity in this ;- 
That on this voyage, God assisting you. 
You'll serve your Gk)d, your country and your king. 
And will resist each hour's temptation 
To teach your fl3ring keels new liberty, 
And leave ingratitude and hate for aye. 
Think not that I mistrust you overmuch ; 
The higher trust hath built her citadel, 
The shrewder is the care she must bestow 
To guard its stores from sap : I trust you so 
That, if you fall, I lose all trust in men. 
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Therefore I guard the jewel I would wear ; 
And for an earnest of that trust, I here 
Present myself as a security 
Against your timely and affirmed return. 

Ba. I will return. I am so deep in thanks 
I have no breath for speecL 

Ar. Remember then. 

Lord Pembroke joins me in security 
On my persuasion of your honesty. 

Ba. Let us on board, my precious merchandise, 
Would you were of my lading ! 

Ar. We are eyes 

To see the gossiped wonders of your ark. 

Ba. And thou shalt see more wonders, only mark. 

[They move towards river. 



SCENE III. — A Strbbt off the Strand. 
Enter YouNG Walter Raleoh attended with Sailors. 

Y. B. Wait here and here, and when the grooms 
approach, 
Attack ; but hurt the lady at your peril. 
Then wait my coming and instructions. 

[Exit YouKa Ralegh. 
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Ut Sail, Who is she ? Never a she was worth a night 
of waking. 

2nd Sail Psha ! 

Ut Sail. Aye, you may sneeze. 

2nd Sail Psha! 

Srd Sail. Is it money ? The old knight would sell his 
breeches for that. 

2nd Sail Psha! 

1^^ Sail. Look you, master, you are neither pleasant 
company nor profitable watchman. An if you ask us 
well give you rheum for rheum. 

2nd Sail That I should harm a lady 1 

l8t and Zrd Sail Eh? 

2nd Sail Money is base ; and men that must use dross, 
why base they shall become. If I use money, 'tis the 
world to blame, not I. I am a captain of JEuropa's chivalry ; 
— I would help men not to be villains : I would wean 
them from this base juice, money. But the world is 
against us ! 

Srd Sail. Our beer shall not be drawn from oil casks 
after this ! 

2nd Sail. For ladies — I thank them that they have 
made me that I am. 

Ut Sail There needs no interpreter for that. 

2nd Sail. Out sword and dag 

1st Sail Peace, you brass-tinkler — some one is coming. 
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Enter a "Watchman, followed by a Dwarf. 

Watch, Three o'clock, three o'clock! All's quiet, all's 
well. [The Dwarf leaps on his hack.l Help ! Satan ! Help 1 
I will never light honest citizens more, so help me, I 
will rob and rape and murder 

Dvjarf, Put out thy light ! it ill beseems that darkness 
Uke thee should carry light. I, Lucifer, prince of dark- 
ness, command ! Presto ! quench ! 

[Exewni, 

let Sail. I thought this was a devil's job. 

3rd Sail. Here are lights, and a company, and a lady. 

2nd Sail. They shine like gold in a grave. 

Id Sail. Now masters 

[As the Company comes up, the Sailors 
spring out and attack it, btit meet 
toith a rude reception. 

Srd Sail. Help ! This is no groom. 

2nd Sail. Will you not melt at the salt kiss of sea, 
Vile lumps of earth ? Surrender Helena ! 
God 'a' mercy, I know these blows ! 

Ea, {Unmrnking^l Damned sea-filth, shalt know then 
every day for this ! 
Wouldst harry me ? Good lack ! 

[Beating them with his sword. 



^■', 
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All Sailors. Mercy, master ; we were set on this ! 
Ba. And so ye set on me, and I set my mark on you ! 
1^ Sail. God help me ! Toung Master Walter stationed 
us. 
2nd Sail, Til not say so, but thee Til not deny. 
Zrd Sail. And bade us — oh 1 oh ! 
Ea. Lies, more lies, a blow for a lie. 
3rd Sail. He promised us money to entrap a wencL 
Ra. Lies, he hath no money. 

[The Saslobs finally escajpe^ howling. 

What think you of this, Bess ? 

Lady Ra, I do not trust them, nor distrust them, but 
would prove them. 

Ra. Do thou take our men, and I will wait to see what 
befalls. 

[Exit LiLDY Ralegh and Attendants. 
Ralegh retires into a side alley. 
Various revellers pass; thm the 
Watchman still carrying the 
DwABP, amd finaUy re-entei' Young 
Ralegh. 

T. R. Andrew ! What, Peter ! Andrew ! all asleep 
As were your namesakes at the hour of need. 
Or drunk, or runaway ! Well, Walter then, 
Walter alone, his safest counsellor. 
Here waits a ststange two-legged contrariness ; 



68 SIR WALTER RALEGH 

Her whom my boyhood loved not oyermuch, 
And, when th' attainder of my Sstther loosed 
The forced affection of our raw espousal, 
Left with light sorrow ; her, upon report 
Of a heart freed by death from Suffolk's son, 
Mine aching fancy, grown to man's estate, 
Pictures the mistress who shall plume my lance 
Against that ancient renegade myself. 
Loving her image thus, I cast away 
All chance of her dear access by a death 
Dealt to a silly knave by silly me, 
— Some libertine in Suffolk's livery 
Taunting the lover with possessive pride. — 
Returned from banishment, my fancy hied 
To meet her but my footsteps ran away, 
j^d longed for night to hide the longed-for day. 
Is her dress brave ? I curse my clothes awry ; 
Smiles she ? I frown and fear and sweat and sigh — 
Well, force compelled me love her not and love her. 
And force must bolden fear to board and move her. 

JEnter Elizabeth Bassett attended — Tie comes forward. 

Eliz. Will you not fly ? 

F. R. — I cannot speak to her. 

Eliz, Ah well, good morrow. 

F. R, Stay but a moment ; I have waited years. 
When you were mine I hated you ; but now 
That you are mine no more, I worship you. 
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Landless and moneyless, without a name, 

I seek new lands, new riches ; will you wait ? 

I cannot teach my passion humbleness, 

That, where your feet have trodden, springs in pride. 

More fragrant where more trodden by your feet. 

Miz. Your wandering has not cured your suddenness. 

F. R, I wandered far, but never from your face. 

Miz. I loved you as a child. 

F. R, You love me still ; 

For maids are priestesses of holy pity. 
She is love's mother, and their faithful hands 
Minister changeless service unto love. 

Eliz, I pity you because I love you not. 

F. R. By heaven I swear you shall ; I will do deeds 
That on their rumour emulation 
Shall ope her sullen lids, and time applaud 
A service worthy of your white command. 
I 

Eliz. You will talk. 

F. R. Nay, mistress, I will die. 

But ere I die your cojmess shall repent 
My name and reputation foregone. 
That, blent with yours, might give our children fame. 
Gome ! I will cut you from your pack of curs. 
And beat your pity into passion ! Scream ! 
Aye, call your lackeys, — ^you shall see them die, — 
And then perchance their wasted blood will dim 
Your lustrous white virginity awhile. 
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Ralegh comes forward, 

Ea, Unruly boy, be governed. 
Miz, Qot tell my Lady Eildare. of this chance, 
It shall be England's fortune and thine omi. 



[Exit Groom. 



T. E. Father- 



Ea. If there is bloodshed, my blood pays. 

Madam, he is beside himself with love ; 
Small wonder ! but I blame his Tiolence. 
And therefore I, who in more famous quarrels 
Have taken all men's pardon but of none 
Have asked it, I entreat you to forgive 
The phrases unfamiliar on my tongue 
That crave forgiveness, where my heart agrees 
Tour ladyship hath suffered senseless wrong. 

Eliz. You are a man. 

Ea. Alas, no bachelor ; 

Or I had fought him for the right to woo. 
Though such bright beauty shone on bloody lists. 

Miz. I can forgive a man 

Ea, Temptation. 

Miz, Go to, sir ; you but mock my helplessness. 

Ea, The captive does not mock his sovereign. 

Eliz. Ah ! sirrah Thomas, follow after Dick, 
And tell my Lady Eildare all is well. 
And I am much mistook. 
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Ba: My Lady Kildare ! 

Eliz. These are her ladyship's retainers. 

Ra. Then 

Let them convey this gem more safely hence 
Than they retained it hither. 

[Mcit Elizabeth. 

Come, despatch ! 

We must be sailing at the break of day. 

First, farewell to thy mother ; then away. 

[MceufU, 



SCENE IV.— A Room in Ralbgh's Lodgings. 

Lady Ralegh asleep. Enter Raleigh. 

Ra. Awake, dear dreamer on the breast of night ; 
Awake, for light is life, and thy desire 
Is where the young dew dazzles, and a wing 
Flashes through the lagoon of silent air, 
And eVry pilgrim flower bends the head 
In worship of a beauty so unstained, 
So fleeting, it must be a loan of God, 
That earth may not forget His loveliness. 
Ah, dear, thou hast been long asleep with night ; 
Darkly thy youth drew down to womanhood, 
And clouds, my clouds, barred thy meridian. 
Bravely thy light emerged ; but not for U3i 
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not for us the calm of golden days, 

Firm friends and the ripe harvesting of years, 

Love, honour, reverence, authority. 

Too shortly and too scorchingly our sun 

Beat in the interspaces of God's frown. 

Brave heart, dear head, some of these silver threads — 

God pardon me ! — I sowed ; but God He knows 

How each of them by alchemy of love 

Witnesses thy heart's gold. 

Art now awake, 
My comfort, and refreshed ? 

Lady Ea. How did it fare 

With Walter ? Sleep was stronger than my will. 

Ea. He waits to bid farewell : we sail at once. 

Lady Ea, Death will be near him very soon. 

Ea. This night. 

Lady Ea. What do you mean, my lord ? Your palm is 
torn. 

Ea. It is aU bloody where my nails sank deep 
To stay my sword from execution 
This night upon our firstborn, when it seemed 
His baby burning for a baby face 
Must spoil my whole life's purpose. He had planned 
To seize the maid returning from a masque. 
But if this foiled adventure reach the ears — 
As reach it must — of thine old enemy 
My Lady Kildare, — ^hers the varlets were, — 
My enterprise's favour with the king 
Is now so sick that one more venomed word 
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Stings it to death. The Destiny's at Dover, 
And time is brief; so bid the boy farewell. 
Censure him not, sweet Bess ; he is myself 
Of forty years ago ; but pray for him 
That he may win to healthful honoured days 
More fortunate than mine. 

Lady Ra. What sound is that ? 

Ra. How many weak wits fear that lonely voice : 
It is a raven prophesying storm ; 
So sharp and secret is their inner sense, 
As Virgil also witnesses, of rain. 

Lady Ra, Come hither, Walter, come. 

Enter YouNa Raleigh. 

r. R, Mother, adieu. 

Lady Ra, Yea, for I give thee unto God, my son. 
He is the friend of humble souls and poor : 
We trust Him for we know He understands. 
And is not rapt by eloquence and wit ; 
So that when hand or tongue hath slipped awry. 
It needs not that we worsen them by words. 
He is ourselves ; Oh lean on God, my son ; 
He wearies not of our infirmity, 
But loving us is gentle to our loves ; 
And He will understand and will forgive 
That in this hour I loved thee more than Him. 

Ra, The morning breaks. 

Lady Ra, Let not mine heart break too. 
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Ra, Come, sweetheart, is-the boy provided well 
With flannel, aquavitae, rosemary, 
Pomanders, simples, and a mother's lore 
Against plagues fever ague and the rest ? 
His father sails untended, gouty, old. 

Lady Ra. Thou tough old rascal. 

Ra. Let me be thy deer ; 

Though I be thin, what matter, if still thine ? 
I have had hills to climb, but in this hour 
My fourteen-year Anabasis is closing. 
The sea, the sea shines ; and beyond the sea 
New land, new men, new hope, new love, new justice. 
And so one happy kiss, and then &rewell. 

Y, R, Farewell, sweet mother ! 

[The raven croaks, 
Ra. Our blackbird again ! . 

[Exeunt Raleiqh and his Son. 



SCENE v.— Room in an Inn on the Bath Road. 

Enter Hostess. 

Host. Phoebe ! What, Phoebe ! A plague on her heathen 
name ! Had she been child of mine she had been a saint^ 
or I would have had reasons for 't. Phoebe ! fie ! I must 
rinse my mouth after so much fibbing. Where are you, 
wench? 
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Ph, Here for five minutes. 

Ho$t> At the window, ham ! and the floor unswept, and 
the room undusted, and the table all oes and eyes of 
liquor. But may be you were looking for other eyes ? 

Fh, Gk>od lack I I am not your maid. 

Host True. 

Ph. Look you, madam, I am your sister's daughter, 
and honest, and no hired drab. And I warrant you may 
dust all the taverns of England ere you find my like. In 
truth, there be few maids of the inn. If I am idle, do 
you pay for my idleness? You are paid. Who brings 
you gallants ? Who brings you custom ? Who peoples this 
hutch with the quality ? 

Ho8t Hutch! 

Ph. Who would choose to halt here, where there 
is but one beggarly guest-room, and his ordinary must 
be seasoned with the vile odours of other travellers? 
Marry, you are mad, good aunt; and it is no fault of 
yours if I am honest still. Shall I leave you? 

Host Thou art my sister's right daughter. But the 
blessed saints were beaten and burned ere ever they 
might fold their hands. 

Ph. I will help you, but it must be my own way. 
Marked you a gentleman that rode by two days since? 

Host, You will never see him again. 

Ph. Sweet aunt, why ? why ? 

Host There are some who love him not, and he returns 
to Bath by another road. 

Fh. He does not ride to Bath. 
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Host. Ah ! whither then ? 
Ph That concerns thee not. 

[Walks aside. 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw, Mistress, an*t please you, there be two ladies 

Host, Here, fool. 

Draw. But these be ladies 

Host, And I none ? 

[Beats him. 

Draw, You do me wrong. — They wait your attendance 
in the inner room, and have matter of discourse. Curse 
me if I know more ! 

[Exit Hostess cmd Drawer. 

Ph, [Sings,"] 

** If love remains 
When lover flees. 
For lack of roof 
Poor love must freeze." 

Heigh ho ! I am grown so stale for being seen, that none 
will ever believe that I am still to be eaten. 

Enter Lady Bjldare, Lady Suffolk and Hostess. 

Host, This wench saw him and talked with him. 
LadyS, Child! 
Ph, [Sings,] 

"Sigh no more, ladies," etc. 
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Lady S, Did you hear ? 

Ph. At the Globe Theatre — it was a taking catch, but 
he who wrote it is cold, alas ! 

Lady S. Impudent baggage, graceless piece of dirt 

Lady K, Mistress, will you honour me with Some 
speech ? 

Ph, When I am presented, and you are silent. 

[Exit Phosbe. 

Lady S, She shall be whipped for this. 

Lady K. I will buy the wench for my service ; I wiU pay 
you, and she shall pay me. I know company that will 
cure a stiff neck and a malapert tongue. 

Host Ladies, she shall be whipped with holly to cure 
her shrew's tongue. It is her lover that hath turned her 
head, the man of whom you were asking. 

Lady S, Then let her alone, — he will punish her. 

Lady K, I would she were my tirewoman for one hour. 

Host. Aught that I 

Lady S. Tou are no better than a block. To allow a 
stranger to converse with your niece, and not to ravel the 
matter out. Have a care ! This smacks of worse than 
wood. Begone, bundle, and whip your brat. 

[Ikcit Hostess. 

Lady K. Unriddle me, I pray your ladyship. 
The purpose of this drear excursion ; 
Besides yourself, wet, cold, and stark discomfort 
Have been my fellow travellers to this was^.. 
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Lady S. Ton class me with spoiled goods; bat yon 
and I 
From that same spoiling shall divide the spoils. 

Lady K. I know no service nor no recompense ; 
Nottingham's daughter begs no gold of Spain. 

Lady S. But Gobham's wife has served for Gobham's 
gold. 
What ? Shall the facile oaths, that swore away 
Spain's dearest enemy, lack recompense ? 
Gobham had ne'er devised that perjury ; 
You reap his gold and silence. 

Lady K. A rich tale, 

Tet somewhat musty flavoured, like invention 
Upon the lips of some old witless nurse. 
In childhood doubted and in age despised. 

Lady S. By God's light, lady, you shall find it true 
If your lips open to this conference : 
What ? shall your Howards have monopoly 
Of rank and virtue ? Nay, 'tis you are rank ; 
Scratch but the breadth of your accustomed nails 
Beneath the seeming splendour of your house. 
You shall find mud enough 

Lady K. Peace, ancient fury ! 

Thou and thy like have loved the Howards well ; 
Gast not on them the mire that was thy dower 
To Suffolk and Lord Gobham's unto me. 
Lady 8, Some company approaches : come, sweet coz. 
Lady K. Til have the truth of this. 

[Exeunt. 
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Enter CoBHAM, supported by his Guard. 

G. What shall I order for my lord ? 

Cob, A deathbed, 

And after that a jester till I die. 
Nay ; — that black parasite, that burr of souls, 
That priest who fastened to our journey hither. 
Shall pay my soul what he has plagued my ears. 
Jesu have mercy 1 

G, I will fetch the priest. 



Exit. 



Cob, So ; it is jpassed, and I for Bath, not Rome. 

Erder Sarmiento /rom behivdy disguised. 

Sirrah, your penitent is Protestant, 
And lives to taste the healing waters yet. 

Sar. Miserere, Domine, peccatoris huius. 

Gob, I tell you, cowl, I am not dying now. 

Sar. Miserere, Domine 

Cob. Hence, accursed rags ! 

Gomes mercy nearer for such prayers as thine ? 
I seek Bethesda. 

Sar. Hast thou sought forgiveness ? 

Cob. The world owes me for that ; all, all have wronged 
me : 
Fortune, king, country, friends, wife, eveiy pne. 
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Nay, I will speak with thee. Gome hither, priest. 
Ah, God ! the pain once more I 

Sar. Hast thou observed 

All the commandments of our holy church ? 
Ne'er murdered or blasphemed, robbed, nor defiled 

Cob. My life has been in palace and in prison ; 
And palace's commandments are the king's. 
And prison is commandment in itself. 

Sar. Hast thou ne'er slandered enemy or friend ? 

Cob, Again ! you too in tongue among the dogs 
That bay poor slandered Cobham to the death ? 
Hear trutL Sir Walter Ralegh was myself 
In all but larger purpose ; mine and his 
The love of England and the hate of Spain, 
A love which took the gold that Samson gave 
To make of hate an enemy to hate 
And shear the strength of Spain. Is there no warrant 
For love that leagues with hate ? Brutus himself 
Loved not conspiracy, but loved Rome more. 
Your Pope confirms with ample sanction 
Alliance with hereditary foes, 
Naples, Milan, or Venice, to ensure 
No temporal Jove usurp his thunders. I 
Was young in the world and listened to a voice 
Grown loud in domination of men, 
A head that all experience save fear 
Had sown with snow, Ulysses of our dajrs. 
His was the brain that plotted and was still, 
Mine the wide youthful writing over all, 
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Mine the slain traitor brother, mine th' account 

Credited with the pension of Spain. 

What wonder if before his righteous mien 

And frozen disavowal friendliness 

Was convert into gall ? He is released, 

And I am dying in captivity ; 

The master ruffles and the pupil rots. 

But to my clearer vision you appear 

No priest 

Sar. You wished a jest before you died. 

Gob, Who are you ? 

Sar, Say some high and mighty one. 

Cob. Then you should be a pensioner of Spain, 
A thing accursed, a trafficker in honour. 
Salesman of reputation, heart of stone, 
Your right your country's wrong, your prison her safety. 
Your death her jubilation, your estate 
Confiscate to her treasury ; the while 
You hold the seals of honourable office. 
And every pate ducks to your reverence. 
And mothers cry "God bless the peacemaker" ; 
And all the grateful silly wenches weep 
For joy that bachelors are plentiful. 
No life so purged as yours, no state so royal 
With titles, palaces, monopolies, 
No heart so gentle-gracious to distress 
As yours, to whom each morrow threatens death ; 
No eye so sharp to ferret treachery 
As yours, &miliar with righteous garb ; 

F 
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No voice 80 lifted to condemn as yoon, 
Who know the rain of your proper soul. 

Bar, Much is forgiven to repentance, more 
To restitution. 

Cob, Are you a priest^ 

Or politician ? Do you forgive 
By letter of the manual of Gbd, 
Or the sign-manual of Majesty ? 
What can you offer Cobham ? Liberty 
To die without his last attendant ? youth 
For this spent carcass tugged and cracked with age ? 
Or heaven, the holiday of duU men's dreams ? 
If I speak, it shall be for sake of speech. 

Sar, Tou can speak ? 

Cob. Nay, it is no matter now. 

Sar. My lord, I also am a dying man. 
And death to death may whisper an3rthing. 

Cob, I am not dying ; it was but a jest. 
Where is Monk ? Monk, I say. 

Sar, My lord, as age increases jests decrease : 
The sum and core of human happiness 
Shines to an infant in a laughing face ; 
Merriment is the gay esquire of youth. 
Flatters his beardless judgment with applause. 
And runs a tilt at grave complexions ; 
Manhood bids mirth observe his proper station, 
Sing like a bird in unencumbered hours, 
Not patch his sober gravity with jigs : 
And age is fretted by the tooth of laughter ^ 
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That tears, like time, his loves, his hopes, his creeds : 
Clowns live not oat their years. 

Cob. I will not speaL 

Sar. The peace of Europe dies on your dumb pallet^ 
The King of Spain is watching by its side. 

Cob. Who are you ? 

Sar. The ambassador of Spain. 

Cob. This is real ? no more paltering with priests ? 

Sar. Spain cannot suffer Ralegh in the West) 
And must oppose a front of armed resistance, 
And that lights bloody lamps of war in Europe ; 
For if he sails, he sails approved by England. 
If you have any antidote for sale 
Against this imminent poison of our peace. 
In that God's name unto whose majesty 
Tour keys of stewardship must soon be rendered, 
Speak. 

Cob. I will speak, but not for love of Spain, 
For that is little ; I will speak for hate. 
The sharper for my old affection. 
It is a tale of fourteen years ago. 
This Ralegh held a grant of Durham House, 
And was in secret sworn acquaintanceship 
With many whom the common talk of men 
Ranked as unwholesome mists that hung around 
His lowered state, — ^fat worms of rottenness, 
Magicians, atheists, heroes out on hire. 
And all the princely pests of discontent. 
Chief of this brew's ingredients was one 
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The Gonntjr Arembeig, a go-between 
And bawd of honour, selling onto Spain 
The patriot English he had purchased here. 
One night in Ralegh's absence, when myself 
Must entertain his knaves, this Aremberg 
Encounters me with ill-digested talk, 
Glances athwart the fabric of our state, 
Noting how here and there it lacked a prop, 
And questioning, — for he was new, — the power 
Residing in our royal architect 
To pin the whole. — Upon his mid discourse 
The master of the mansion returned. 
Grim with the general wrongs his fancy heaped ; 
And whether that some new imagined wrong 
Fired his quick cloud, or that the sight of means 
To win reprisal drew his lightning down, 
Spjdng a paper drawn upon Madrid 
Assuring gold to such an one (unnamed) 
Who profited the Spaniard here in England, 
He cried-" As well win Spanish pension 
And lose mine honour, as lose pensions 

And offices and trust and honour here " 

And seized the paper, 

Sar. And signed ? Where is the paper ? 

Why was this hid till now ? 

Cob. It was not told. 
Because — ^ah God I — because — my eyes are dim, 
The light is dark and swims with slain men's blood 

Sar. Because? 
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Coh, It is the judgment — I speak true ! 

Sar, Speak, man ! 

Chh, Because the name is still a blank ! 

[FaifUa. 

Sar. And Cobham stiU is Cobham.— Fool was I 
That thought to gather of this thistle figs ; 
The man is wholly bred in barrenness, 
And all his words, more insubstantial 
Than the light breath that moves them, float like down. 
And where they settle, choke pure growth away. 
My plans to stay this voyage fall awry : 
Those fsdl me first on whom I most rely, 
The hate of foes, the jealousy of friends, 
Chance that prevents ambition, time that ends ; 
And I must turn to use of weaker things, 
Violence, and the nettle of spies, and kings. 
And gold, gold, gold ! peddling plot of earth. 
That judges all by value, none by worth. 
I had rather that old pirate fleshed in blood 
Than half a thousand of your huckster brood ; 
He is the only living Englishman, 
The rest are ledgers ruled by pen and plan. 
Tet he must die, win he or fail, for Spain 
Loves not an Englishman till he is slain. 

Be-erUer Ladt Eildare. 

Lady K, Sir, is it true — ^but who is lying there ? 
/SSdr. A man is dying there ; you know his face ? 
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Lcdy K. Not I. 

Bar. Tet yon and he were joined by God. 

Lady K. [Looking mare eloiely.] 
By the devil ! 

Bar. And undid Sir Walter BalegL 

As yonr intention was, mine is to-day. 
His ships are scarce of bread, and stay at the Wight; 
And Pennington his admiral has ridden 
Posthaste this way to London to enforce 
More money ; but this Kalegh's promises 
Still rest upon his past^ and London men 
Set not their crowns a-sailing on the planks 
That served their fathers thirty years before, 
Until they see what timber time may grow 
In Smithfield. Ton and Lady Su£folk here 
Are to prevent this Pennington's return 
By such an accident as gold procures. 
Haply his horse may stumble ; haply he 
May light on desperate and lonely men ; 
The peasantry love not your Londoners, 
They'll think the plague rides with him. 

Lady K, Will he awake ? 

Bar. In Bath or Paradise. 

Lady K, Why wish me privy to this enterprise ? 

Bar. Tou once unseated Ralegh; he this thing ; 
I offer you occasion of revenge. 
Tou must be with us. 

Lady K. Must ? 

Sar. Yoii are so shrewd 
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In the intelligence of Spanish plots. 

But I must leave you — ^fare you well awhile. 

[JExU Sarmiento. 

Lady K, Til throw once more against Throckmorton 
Bess, 
Win I or lose, my &te will fret the less. 

Re-enter Guabd. 
Tou are this carrion's keeper. Take him hence. 

[Exit Guard with Gobhah. 

Re-enter Lady Suffolk. 

I am your ladyship's obedient slave. 

Lady S. Now you are reasonable company, 
We'll starve the stomachs of these buccaneers. 
Is your horse saddled ? 

Lady K, He is standing ready. 

Lady 8. Mine is the swifter, — I will ride in front. 
And raise the clods with hopes that you must gild. 

Enter Pennikqtok, booted and spurred, with marks of 

haste. 

Lady S. Here is our man. 

Pen. Hostess ! oh, I crave your pardon, ladies ; — hostess I 
a cup of saokwine and despatch. 
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Lady K. You ride in haste, sir. 
Pm. Yonr healths, gentlewomen. 
Lady 8. Your horse is spent ; how will yon go on 
to-night? 
Pen. Cut I not bait here? Hostess! 

■SfrwrfM" Hostess, 

Pen. Saddle a hca^e. 

Host, When I see his worth. 

Pen. [Prodvdng gold.'] You have my nag, hut if yon 
believe me not, here is argument 

Lady S. You ride alone, sir, with so much gold ? 

Pen. Even bo, mistress. 

Lady 3. [Aside.] Ruin ! he has nuaed the money. 

Eoti. Alas I all my horses are out of stable. 

Pen. "Tisapity. 

Lady 8. la it so hard, sir, to wait with us a little? 

Pen. My servant shall unlade. 

Lady 8. And if my poor company can offer aught of 
aasistance or solace, will you rest aaaured of it ? 

Pen. Madam, I will take you at your word for that. I 
will go tell my knave. 

[Ikdt PBHHraaTON. 

Lady 8. Mistress, you have lied nobly ajid, therefore, 
have deserved well of Spain. He is now laid by the heeb 

and 

[An 
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H^at [Ruihing to the window.] Lord, Lord ! he is 
on ! No, he is off ! Hold him, rascals ! hold him ! 

Lady S. Off, but how 

Host, On your ladyship's firesh horse, alas! and his 
servant on the other. Some one has warned him ! I am 
undone; I am undone! 

[The sound of galloping hoofs is 
heard. 

Re-enter Ph(EBE. 

Ph, I overheard you, and warned him. 

LadyS. You? 

Ph. He hath ridden to Lady Ralegh ; and she hath sold 
jewels to buy bread, and laughs at you still. God, how 
the man has galloped through your webs! You may 
frown, I care not; you may beat me, I care not ; you may 
kill me, I care not. He is a man, and he has loved me; 
and a maid might die in no better hour than when a man 
like this hath loved her. And such men serve Ralegh ! 
Why Ralegh is king. 

Lady K. They'll sink and suffocate and rot in the Indies, 
and those that return will hang. 

Ph. There will never lack children of their breed for 
want of maids to marry their fathers ! 

Lady S. Let me get at thy face 



ACT III 

SCENE I 
On Board the Destvn/y off the Coast of Trinidad 

SCENE n 
Another Part of the Vessel 

SCENE m 
Ralegh's Cabin in the Destiny 



SIR WALTER RALEGH 93 



ACT IIL 

SCENE L — On Board the Destiny off the Coast of 

Trinidad. 

Ikter Sailors. 

Ist Sail. Hist ! Thomas, Thomas, I say ! 

2nd Sail. Here. 

1^ Sail. Call dirty Dick, and bid Stephen put felt on 
his hoofs. — [Edt 2nd Sailor.] We are snug here. — 
[JSrUer 3 Sailors.] Now, lads, it must be hush, for the 
devil is round the comer, and despatch. What did the 
page tell thee, Stephen? 

ith Sail. That the money — ^but can he not hear ? 

3rd Sail. A' takes his morning walk, look you ; ten 
paces up and down the poop, with " Jesu 1 " at each turn, 
and such a sighing as I would were in the belly of our 
sails ; it would draw us out of this cursed calm. — Has never 
altered his fashion these fourteen days, and will walk so 
while a man may swab the deck. We have time enougL 

ith Sail. Swab ! aye marry, swab ! 

1^ Sail. Time enough, if time run by thy swabbing. 

Srd Sail. Keep yourself further : — this climate breeds 
vermin enougL 
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ith Scul. The page says a' has crowns and CTOwns and 
crowns by the sack in's cabin beneath the floor, — ^a score of 
thousands and more. 

All. Ah! 

2nd Sail. And this is he that prays with us morning 
and night. To hell with his psalms, say I ! 

Ath Sail. And hath made me a swabber because thou 
didst cheat me of my coat at dice. What is to do here 
but dice or die ? 

2nd Sail. And when last we landed him and shot three 
turkeys, forbade us eat the flesh — ^because it was not salt 
quotha! 

3rd Sail. The Jasons say they were forbidden to 
touch fruit that the Indians brought, because them- 
selves did not know it forsooth. Why are we here after 
the salt and scurf and sicknesses of this cursed log, if 
we must still chew salt and take no fruit to cool our 
veins? 

Ist Sail. I have a plan in birth, — unless this heat turn 
it to water. He is to land anon to hunt his roots. — I have 
had discreet intents with our lads on board the rest of the 
fleet, and the plan is that he stay ashore, and that we 
leave him, marry, to his roots and his salt flesh and his 
forbidden fruits. 

2nd Sail. What will the captains say ? 

let Sail. Amen, or God 'a' mercy : but I think 'twill be 
Amen to be rid of this Jonah. 

3rd Sail. If they see thee captain 'twill be God 'a' 
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mercy ; why, one cup of ale, and thou canst not navigate 
thyself. 

let Sail. My motion is in your eyes, playing pestilence. 
I believe thou didst not murder any man, but that his 
life ran from him at the smell of thee. 

Srd Sail. Murder is fit mate for mutiny and bilge. 

Ist Sail. Have at you ! 

[They scuffle. 

Enter Baleqh. 

Ba. Thomas and Stephen, separate the curs. Now 
bring up the irons. Hasten. 

[Exeunt 2nd and 4th Sailors. 

3rd Sail. Shall we at him ? 

Ist Sail. Had he not turned his back : but it were 
murder to strike him when he is turned. 

Re-enter Sailors. 

Ra. On with the irons; quickly, and a week in them 
for breaking rules. Tou, sirrah, if I hear you blaspheme 
again I will make you worse than a swabber. To the 
hold with them ! 

[Exewnt. 
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SCENE IL— Another Part op the Vessel. 
Raleoh 18 lying on a pallet. 

Ita, My Destiny is turned a prison now, 
This fever's wards are stouter than the Tower ; 
And yet I owe my gaoler gratitude 
That I can wait and wait and ever wait. 
Oh what a dream it were to be once sure, 
To know that in yon sunset there is rest 
And not another fiery doubting day. 
The Indians said a Spanish town was burned, 
Two of my captains slain. Their stories swell 
Against their hope of my prosperity. 
This is but woman's work to wait and wait ; 
Poor Bess ; yet thou art nearer hope than I, 
Who am more distant from uncertainty. 

JSnter Page. 

Page, My lord, my lord ! 

JRa. Aye, my page. 

Page. My lord, there is a shallop come in view ; 
I see its brightness travel from the West. 

Ea. Where? 
This prick of light, ah me, how heavy-black 
It shows the doubts two waiting months have piled 
Around the wide horizon of my fear. 
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King Ahab saw a cloud rise from the sea, 
And blessed its blackness — I see light approach, 
And fear it. Sure, they row like weaiy men. 

Page, Will't please you eat these oranges ? 

Ea. Why yes ; 

I am in my body still, I am still Ralegh. 
Summon the crew. 

ITie Ship's Company aaemhle. 

Men, there is some news near. 
Let no man question those who bring the news 
Unta my wiU coaceming them is known : 
He who transgresses this commandment dies. 

[Exeunt all but Raleqh and Paqe. 

Are they near, boy ; are they nearer ? Can you see ? 
My sight is weaker than its wont. 

Page. Their sail 

Is shot and blackened, and their skins are dark, 
But yet the rowing is not Indian. 

Ba. I sent a white dove sailing from my ark ; 
Perchance a raven flutters home again. 
Let those who come be left with me alone. 

[Page retires furtJier off. 

How many falhers that have leased to war 
Their sons, the dearest of those properties 
They hold but under His permission 
Within whose band our lives and chattels lie, 
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And lent to time their sours tranquillity, 

Have feared the more, as ne'er afraid till then, 

The moment that determined lease and loan ; 

And yet how many glad unnoted meetings 

Have blotted expectation's agony. 

But now I can remember only him 

Whose eyes like mine were darkened, and who sat 

In doubt and darkness all one sunmier's day 

Upon his throne in Shiloh, till a voice 

Rang redly through his darkness and he fell ; 

I think he died because his sons were skin : 

Or him who waited in the place of hosts 

Tidings of his dear rebel, on the gates 

That look toward the wood of Ephraim ; 

Or old Evander weeping on the bier 

That brought his darling, cold and beautiful, 

Back from the battle : " Pallas ! '* hear him cry, 

" Oh would to God that I were lying here." 

Page. They have grappled to us. 

Ba. Leave us, every one. 

Efrder Stbwabd. 

St A letter for your highness from Captain Eemish. 
Ra, [Beads,'] ** All things . . . being now over with your 

son *' 

[Drops the pap&r. Picks it up and reads 
on to hknself. 
St, Their visit started with my taking leave. 
By now they will be gold, those vermin, gold ! 
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'Twill be the first and last occasion 
They fetch more than a groat a head to kill. 
I have tobacco and a tortoise here : 
Will't please your lordship, 

Ra. Give me leave awhile ; 

Their mine you say is found, but lost is mine. 

St I have more matter to discourse upon. 

Ra. Anon, anon, good fellow. 

[Exit Steward. 

memory, 
Not all unkindly wert thou schooling me 
To an oblivion of happiness. 
My son, my sun that's set ! oh me ; oh Bess ! 



SCENE III.— Ralegh's Cabin in the Destiny. 
Ralegh seated. Enter Pennington. 

Pen. Sir, I have signalled in the mizzen shrouds ; 
The captains know they are to meet at noon. 

Ra. What is their temper ? 

Pen, Such as chased the mine 

Have healed their weariness in weeks of peace. 
And are alert for quarry ; Wolkston 
And Whitney bark the noisiest of these ; 
King steps your shadow ; Warham St Leger 
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Is much intent upon a change of view 
From that to which his pallet narrows him. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Sir, noon is striking. 

i2a. Bid the captains enter. 

Enter SiB John Fern, Captains King, Chudley, Hall, 
and RoBEBT Smith, mth Captain Pabeeb. 

Ba. I would I were as welcome to your hearts 
As my goodwill is to your just demands. 
*Tis very like that you conjecture me 
A fisher that has baited you with gold, 
That hid a hook to tear and murder you ; 
Or think my gold a sprite of dreams and air 
Wrought by this sun from out a doting brain. 
But oh, remember that I stand in shade. 
Say I have wronged you, that I dreamed amiss ; 
This wrong these dreams are a brief loss of sun 
For you ; — but this adventure was myself, 
My hopes, my joy, my fortune and my life ; 
And I have lost them all. I do not speak 
To lessen your deserts, but justify 
My launching you upon this enterprise, 
Who set my life upon the mine's report. 
But where are Captains Wollaston and Whitney ? 
r. JSjing, They were to follow with us. 
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Ra, They are slow 

Who were most speedy for decision. 
For my paxt> I, who led you hither, am 
Content you lead me hence ; right willingly 
m head you back against the Spaniard 
And show you how we fought with them at Cadiz, 
And why my sailors loved me passing well ; 
But all shall be as you may recommend, 
So it offend not reputation. 

Sir John Fern. You must not slip the weight on us, my 
lord. 
You that have not permitted us to grow 
Muscles and brawn enough to carry it. 
I will do anything but linger here 
With sailors that are mum and mutinous 
And count me first of enemies to kill. 
And waste with waiting to be sliced and carved 
By the expected armaments of Spain. 

Smith, Those marshes and unwholesome brakes again ? 
Blind buffetings with water land and loss. 
Dead life and living desolation 
Beneath our feet and in our bosoms ? Nay, 
No mine for me : Til fight no more in glue. 

Hall. Your lordship knows I am familiar 
With hardships and have reasons for revenge 
Against the Don ; but do not tempt them there ; 
Let us fight them in the open. 
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EiUer Captaiks 'Whitret and Woliastok. 

Ra. Here ue the viutners of this discontent. 
Tonr parpose, Bire, hfis mellowed long in wood ; 
Yon owe ub ripe refreahment 

Whtttiey. It may be. 

Hyself and Captain Wolkston have planned 
The only remedy which fits our need. 

So. " Our " haB two edges ; "our" may Iack»"y." 

Whitney. We Lave resolved to intercept the dock 
Of homing Spanish earners, and pluck 
Some gold and silver feathers &om their wings. 

So. Aye, is it so ? 

WHttiey. If you are prudent, you will pluck them too. 

^o. FlucHng of doves is passing gentle sport, 
I will do more ; I will engage the hawks. 
Hullo there, Captain Pennington ! 

Pen. My lord ? 

Ba. Thrust out yonr ordnance ; clear your decks, 
I say, 
Prepare plugs, blankete, plates of leading, tubs, 
And muster all your Jaeon's company, 
Gunners and musketeers, to sail with mine 
A-visiting, one ship upon each quarter 
Of the Encounter and the Confidence \ 
And sink them to the bottom if they show 
One stitch of mutineering canvasses. 
For Captains Wollaston and Whitney here, 
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They may revisit their commands ^ith us 
Upon the Jason and the Destiny, 
What> must I fear a pack of grumbling boys 
That played at marbles when I was a man ? 

[Strikes a gong. 
Sailors enter. 

Convey these captains safely to their ships, 
They are in need of meditation. 

[Exit Pennogton with Sailoes guard- 
ing Whitney artd Wollaston. 

Fern. His speech was insolence, but, good my lord. 
Their mind is that of our majority. 

Ra. What, would you have me turn a pirate too ? 

Parker. I hold no seaman's warrant for advice ; 
But yet I cannot tell how those offend 
Who have repeated your discourse to us. 
And England's unexcepted prophecy. 
That our intention was to take the Fleet. 
They are as loyal sailors as yourself 
Who stand unpardoned.— Aye, you may stare and fret, 
We have failed as you have failed ; but we would pluck 
Some treasure from the flames that we have lit. 
We'll not fail twice, my lord. 

King. You are too bold. 

Parker. You are too old too faithfal and too timid. 

Ra. I too am old, and it is well for you. 
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Nay, sirs, I never threaten ; thieate are bladders 
Which ofttimes burst beneath the weight of proof ; 
And that I am your master is my proof 
That I am no anmeritable man. 



Me-enier PssmsQUOlS. 

Are Captains WoUaaton and Whitney sailed ? 

Peit, Not yet 

So. See that my former order atands ; 

And shoot them if they spread a stitch of sail. 
Nay, if they shake a halyard. I must rest. 

Pen, I have not heard your purpose. 

Ba. There is none, 

Save to discomfit and perplex me more. 

Fern. My lord, if sorrow be too deeply borne. 
It hardens hnman nse ; grief is but pride 
When it appears impenetrable rock 
To tme and nnadmitted sympathy. 
And clips for comfort loneliness. Our counsel 
Is the rongh-gentle wisdom of the world, 
That summons sorrow back to fellowship 
With men and the impending moment's need. 
We know no other speech but action 
That can divorce yon from this sharp despair. 
On which yourself and all our destinies 
Are near to shipwreck. One so proved as you 
In fortune's treacheries had some success 
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To obeat this failure of its victory ; 

We trusted all our fortunes on your word. 

Ea. Shall trust be still the fortress of the weak, 
Never the mutual contract of strength ? 
Tou rank as men ; some of your heads are grey ; 
And some of you have ravined in these seas, 
Led only by your fierce free-ranging wills. 
I do protest I love to see you men ; 
Men are my habit, and a while ago 
When my two captains stood me to the face, 
My bowels yearned towards them, and I knew 
The language they and I would understand. 
But when I offered you the liberty 
They took unasked, why then you whined and crept 
And bade me take your liberty again, 
And, like the useless waves that beat a beach. 
Threw up a thin and angry foam of words ; 
You are no steadfast current for our plans. 

Parker. You souse us, but you do not give us 
drink. 

Re-enter Page. 

Page, My lord, my lord, your sailors mutiny ! 
Th' JSncounter and the Confidence have weighed. 
The Jason packed sail after by your orders. 
And we were stretched to follow in her foam, 
When on a sudden all the foremast men 
Refused their lotted tasks ; and we are stayed 
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In idle preparation of offence. 

Ba. King, see to this, find me the leaders out. 
Despatch, I say. 

[Exit King. Shots heard. 

Gentlemen, I protest 
I am not blind and deaf in your regards. 
This mutiny divorces us awhile, 
And calls for each of you on his command 
To stay this spreading poison discontent. 
We'll meet anon in council. 

[Exeunt all except Ralegh and 
Pennington. 

Your sailors are as loyal as yourself; 
Pennington, the littlest thought of ill 
Is like a seed that drops upon a rock. 
Borne by the subtle all-invading air 
No man knows whence, and rests and roots itself 
Until it splits the very heart of stone : 
So upon virtue's bleakest precipice 
These small thoughts nestle, and invade the man. 
Till that which brought them bears their seeds away 
To wreck more virtues. — These poor rogues of mine 
Have been infect with my disloyalty. 
For I have hidden from my very self 
What course must follow if we missed the mine. 
Pen. You spoke to us of capturing the Fleet 
Which brings the Spanish plate from Mexico, 
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I cannot see disloyalty in this ; 

Since all men knew, and you of all knew best, 

There was no peace beyond the line. 

Ea, Nor here ; 

There was no peace, nor no obedience. 
Unless I told them so. I sailed unpardoned ; 
Men love but never fear a man condemned. 

Pen, We shall not catch these captains. Lead us on 
Not to their killing, but to help their steel 
Against those evil spirits of the Indies. 
We who are safe men put ofif life's respect 
For hope of this encounter ; you the more 
Being in danger of your life, may lead. 
Bid me run up a flag of amity 
To call our bravest back ; this mutiny 
Will give a colour to your altered mind, 
Which you have wit besides to justify 
A thousand ways against their arguments. 

Ea. They need not fear a hanging. 

Pen. They'll not fear. 



Ee-enter Captain King, tdth some Sailors. 

King, These are three leaders we have taken : two 
We shot and stayed the mutiny awhile. 
Ea. Leave them to me. 

[Exeunt Pennington and King. 
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You will not sail, my masters? 
If you had lost your sons and were distract, 
And those yon counted as most lojral sonls, 
Whom yon had been accustomed to command, 
Faced you with threats and disobedience, 
Would you kiss them ? Sailors used to love me well : 
I ne'er enjoyed a battle or a spoil 
And shared not with my men ; no task so vile 
Which they were ordered I had not essayed. 

1st Sail, Aye, you may eat your oranges. There are 
none for us, and we are forbid to touch unknown fruits. 

Ea. mutiny, how art thou magnified ! 
What ! did a pip pipe you to lose your lives, 
As lose you must, upon rebellion ? 

2nd Sail. They say you are like to be a kinsman of the. 
barber. 

Ea, Meaniug of the block ? It is so. You should grace 
the gallows. Therefore you and I, being in like peril, 
should be like minded. 

2nd SaU. But tell us : are you in danger ? For, if so, 
we be all in danger here. 

AIL Aye, that is so. 

Ea. I have told you that I am in danger. .But danger 
has never frighted me or my sailors yet. 

3rd Sail. By the mass, my lord, you must procure us a 
pardon before we land in England. 

Ea. I see not how those of you need a pardon who are 
not condemned. 

3rd Sail. There is talk of taking the Plate Fleet. 
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Ba. And if you take the Plate Fleet, you think you will 
need a pardon ? 

All Why surely. 

Ma, But why ? — There is no peace here between Spain 
and England. 

let Sail. Look you, master : I had not been in this 
fruit-forbidden wilderness had I not robbed apples from 
neighbour Oumey's orchard at Tiverton when I donned 
breeches. My £Ekther strapped me to the tune of '* What 
is thine is not mine," and I have not forgotten straps 
nor rhyme, tho' neither saved me from the stocks. 

ith Sail. If you take the Fleet you take what is not 
yours, look you; and that is dishonesty and night 
walking. 

Ma. Why, you are honest souls, and mark you, you shall 
have oranges. Will these begin ? 

[Tosses his to the Sailobs. 

All. God preserve your highness — let us take the Fleet. 

Ma^ Nay, nay, but go and persuade your fellows to do 
as they are bid. Such professors of morals should be 
Chrysostoms. 

Uh Sail. I know not what you mean by Chrysostoms, 
but I have heard that your chrysolyte is a rare jewel, 
and that this same Fleet 

Ma. Out, old Vice ! 

[Exeunt Sailors. 
Why what a sophist is this punishment. 
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Which teaches to the prisoned innocent 

Oblivion of that morality 

Into respect of which it whips the rogue. 

Is this the end of all philosophies, 

And this experience's long result ? 

Have I run through the catalogue of wisdom 

To be taught honesty at length by thieves ? 



Re-enter Penninqton. 

Pen, Alps quiet now. 

Ba. I gave them oranges. 

These captains must be left ; call back the Jason \ 
I cannot hinder nor I will not help them. 
Convey my salutations to the rest 
And say that I am firmly opposite 
To any ambushing of Spanish merchants, 
But that I hinder no man's conscience 
If it approve such robbery. My plan 
Is to convey our remnant to Newfoundland, 
And there refit against a fresh attempt 
That shall regild my credit. 

Pen. This commission 

You say you hold fi-om France ? 

Ba. Why, Pennington, 

Truth is for men, not sulky children : I 
Hold no commission from the King of France. 
Commission is the ornament of trust, 
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The " shalt have " of success : I am the rat 
The royal hunters of the world would poison, 
Not badge with a golden collar. We must win, 
Or there's no hope but we are deeper in. 



ACT IV 

SCENE I 
An Atitechamber in the Palace at Greenwich 

SCENE n 
A Room in the Palace at Greenwich 

SCENE III 
A Boom in Lady Ralegh's Lodging 

SCENE IV 
A Room in Greenwich Palace 

SCENE V 
Holbom Bridge, before the Sign of the Queen's Arms 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — An Antechamber in the Palace 

AT Greenwich. 

Courtiers arid Nobles passing through. Close to the door 
stands Ladt Ealegh, mashed. She scrutinises each as 
hs passes. 

Attendant, Madam, I exceed my duty in suffering you 
here ; — you may not stay. 
Lady Ra. Nay, I must. 
At. Must must yield to must not 

Enter Abbot and Nottingham. 

Ah. So you are for this masque, my lord. 
Not. I hear there is news forward. Who plucked my 
gown ? Who ^Q you, madam ? 
Lady Ba. You have eaten my bread. 
Ah. The Lady Ralegh ! 

Not. Is this news true, madam, — those letters from 
Guiana? 
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Lady Ra. Alas I yon were his friends, and I entreat yon 
Pnt not that name of friendship lightly by. 
As yon have won to hononrable years 
By service of yonr conntry, pity him, 
My husband, who hath never served himself; 
Witness the Tower and his broken years. 

Not What wonld you have me do ? I hear your knight 
By unprovoked encounter with the Don 
Hath brought his backers, Pembroke and my kinsman, 
Within the peril of their suretyship. 

Lady Ra, Your grace serves One who taught us charity ; 
You were his backer in the Council too 

Ab. I can do nothing yet ; — Winwood is dead. 

Farewell, poor lady : 

My wishes and my prayers fight for you. 

[Exeunt Abbot and Nottingham. 

At You see they will not listen. 

Lady Ra, I will root here ; — ^a Samaritan may pass. 



BMer Suffolk, Abundel and Buckingham, with Ladt 

Suffolk and Ladt Eildabe. 

Buck, I have great news, my terds. 

Suff, Of what complexion ? 

Buck, Alas of no maid's ; yet 'tis made too. Enow you 
that flame and orange-tawny are out of fashion, and pearl 
and peach the hue ? 
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At. Perchance our lovelocks, cousin, are tied a thought 
too emulously? 

Bvck, Nay, I assure you 

Ar, Or our points lack nicety of tags ? 

Buck, You are pleased to be merry. 

Ar, I am never pleased when I am in thy company. 

Buck, I have more news that shall make you merry. 
Enow you this bravo of Bess, this old sore of peace, 
Ralegh, hath turned his coat to piracy ? It shall be his 
last turn but one, I warrant; and that shall Smithfield 
see; or else if he return not, 'twill be an iU turn for his 
sureties ! Marry, some of them will be merry through 
a halter for this ! 

Suff. Speak lower. — Who is this ? 

Buck, I care not. 

Suff, Who are you, dame ? 

Lady Ra, The wife of him my lord of Buckingham must 
turn tightly before he can get him safely gripped for the 
operation of his wit. 

Buck. Best go buy your weeds, mistress. 

Lady Ra, Aye, you are past gold. 



[Exit Buckingham. 



Ar, Cursed spy of Spain. 
Suff, Hush, cousin. 



[Points to Lady Suffolk. 



Lady S. Must we still wait, my lord ? 
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Ar. I cannot speak with you here — ^where do yon 
lodge? 

Lady & Nay, let us see the woman's fistce, — these lords 
of ours! 

Ar. Whom do you wait for ? 

Lcidy Ba. The king ; — ^from morning. 

Ar, Dear lady, they have deceived you; His Majesty 
does not pass this way; he is already within. You are 
forbidden the court; you are in danger here. 

Lady Ea. I have lived in Nays. 

Lady K [Who has come up closer.] So, my soiled pretty 
lady ! do you pale ? 
Tour private undistinguished mud's promoted 
To a more sanguine and audacious hue ; 
Your virtue's thief is turned a public robber ; 
From paramour to pirate 1 — a rich change ! 

Lady Ea. Fd not exchange my old stains for your new ; 
When your soiled husband £awned on you for pity, 
You spumed his face, and drove him naked out 
To writhe and rot in dungeons for a crime 
Of which yourself were prime artificer. 
God pardon you ! 

Lady K. I can defend myself: 
Waste not your prayers on me ; your partner needs them. 

Buff, Nay, wife, you know naught of this quarrel : let 
us in. 

Lady S. I will know it when I will ; but we are waited 
for. 

\Exev/nt all except Arundel a/nd Ladt Baleoh. 
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Lady Ma, Can you do nothing ? 

Ar, Nothing yet ; if your knight returns, perhaps : but 
Gk)ndoniar rides the king hard. — Tet I will go seekPembroke, 
and we will plead your cause before His Majesty. 

[Exit Arundel. 

Lady Ea. Nothing ; always nothing. 

Enter GoNDOMAB. 

Gon. Who is yon lady ? 

At, I know not — I desired not to remove her mask. 

Gon. Leajn manners, sirrah. 

At She saith she will see the king. Some have spoken 
with her ; perchance they are in her books. 

Gon. We are all debtors to woman, tho', may be, thy 
mother would repudiate the debt. Lady, may I be of 
service ? What ! not a word ! Stand ofif, fellows ; this is 
some private grief. True sons of Spain, madam, would 
succour all distress. 

Lady Ra. Sir, will you ask the king for my sake ? 

Gon. For what, fair one ? 

Lady Ea. A word in private. 

Gon. Alas, His Majesty works. 

Lady Ea. But this company ! 

Gon. Your king ever works in company. In company 
he hunts; in company he dances; in company he 
drinks. 
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Lady So, You aie of his intimates, sirl 

Gon, My office honours me many ways. 

Lady Ea. Ask him — to see the daughter of Sir Nicholas 
Throgmorton, his mother's faithful friend — and he will 
understand. 

Oan. No more name? I suspect these locks are antic 
grey. 

Lady Ea, Indeed, sir, you have made me old. 

Oon. So modest and such mystery. I haste on your 
commission. 

Lady Ra, It shall be the only time, sir. 

[Exit GONDOMAB. 



SCENE II.— A Room m the Palace at Gebenwioh 

WITH A Stage eeected. 

King James and most of Ms Couet are present. Dances are 

in jn'ogress on the stage, 

1st Courtier, I am spent. 

2nd Court, We do not fatten at court ; hunt all day and 
dance all night : I am shaken everywhere. 
Srd Court, A pavin eases. 
Ist Court, The king is in a shrewd distemper. 
2nd Court, Like enough with this. 
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1st Court, Will the queen appear ? 

2nd Court. We must still dance at her pipe : she taketh 
pleasure in the legs of a man. 

3rd Court, Her waters are reported increased. 

K. James, [Loudly,'] Dance ! come, come, dance ! 

\st Court. What is the news ? 

2nd Cmrt. The same. Steenie increases, Suflfolk and 
Nottingham decrease : the king hath slain a boar. 

\st Court. Parricide. 

3rd Court. Rawly^s widow is waiting an audience. 

\st Court. Widow ? I have won fifty crown of thee. 

3rd Court. Nay : he only will be a dead man an these 
news be true. Hath failed, they say, to find his mine, and 
succeeded but in quarrelling with Spain. 

2nd Court. And I have twenty-five of thy crowns for 
sure on this. 

Ist Court, He was a proper man ; but methought his 
shoes were a thought narrow at the toes; and with his 
white head and melancholy ruflf a' looked the picture of 
a moulting crow. 

2nd Court, The king speaks. 

K, James, I will see none, I say, unless they come 
To say the queen repenteth of her absence. 
And is prepared to grace our ceremonies. 

Oon. I do not know the lady, but was urged 
By my compassion and her patience 
To beg her favour of Your Majesty. 

K, Janves. No name, no errand ? Til not see the wench. 
I wonder that your highness countenanced 
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So hopeless an ambassadress of hope. 

This is some fiiir court-exiled penitent 

Who's fired your southern veins. Fie ! we are old, 

And must be careful of opinion. 

On with the dance, I say ! 

ril have no levity whiles the queen is sick ! 

€hn. She called herself daughter to the ancient friend 
of Tour Majesty's martyred mother, one Sir Nicholas 
Throgmorton. 

K. James. Sir Nich ! Odd's life, man, it is Rawly's 

wife ! Did you not know her ? 

Gen. I have not seen her at court 

K. James, True : she is forbidden it. A bold woman, and 
importunate as the widow in the Scriptures. 

€hn. A widow, sirel 

K, James, Nay, nay, you are too quick, laddie. 

Gon, I am too simple. I thought Your Majesty spoke 
your deeds, not your intentions. Methinks you will not 
take conveyance of the parable ; for the judge was unjust, 
and the widow gained her will. 

K. Jam£s. When she was a widow. She'wearies me with 
repetition of the same complaints; she is mere metal 
that strikes you one note and echoes most tediously in 
the hearing. What does she wish now ? 

Gon, To see your royal self. 

Ist Court. Whatever the Gallego whispers, Solomon is 
marvellously sick at its flavour. 

2nd Court. Another twenty-five crowns with you that 
they talk Ralegh. He is the king's indigestion. 
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K. James. [Suddenly.] Dance ! Upon my crown this is an 
assembly of stockfishes ! Will you not dance ? Why don't 
you dance ? Why did you make me come here ? Devil 
take you, dance! 

Buckingham st^s forward and executes a score of very 

lofty and minute capers. 

Sweet Steenie. 

\st Court. He pats his face. 

2n^ Court. That pat has drawn blood. 

K. Jarrves. This is standing still. Let us have some 
motion. Bring on the masque. 

\The scene opens and displays a woman reclining upon 
a couch which is set upon a rocky shore. In her 
hair shines a crescent moon, and she is attended 
by a child in a dress spangled with stars. This 
personage is intended to represent Spain; and 
the crescent is a symbol of Spain*s victory over 
the Moors, or the Turks, according as the fancy 
of the spectators may give to persecution or to 
passive defiance the title of victory. To her rocky 
throne come nations of Europe to render homage 
mth va/rying degrees of servility, and a procession 
representing the waves of the sea led by Oceanus 
and sh£pherded by Tritons and Nereids. This 
tide of adorers having flowed up to Spain, there 
appears borne in a shell qf pearl over the sea 
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another woman. Her pilot is a Jlgure easily 
recognisable as Oondomar, and her appearance is 
that conventumal to England, A Cupid steers 
her bark. As they approach^ this Cupid leaps 
out before the bark touches shore and embraces the 
child dressed in stars. Over their heads appears 
a vision of a benedictory <md triple tiara. 

Spain is about to descend from her throne to greet 
her sister when, ur^fortunately, by some accident of 
stage machinery, or owing to the too sudden desertion 
of Cupid, the shell cannot be stopped, and hits land 
with such violence that the hostess is rudely tumbled 
from her throne.'] 

Oon. Too much motion, Your Majesty. 

[Exit GONDOMAR. 

K, James. This is past bearing ! Who was that woman ? 
You, sirrah ! 

Is^ Masque. [Who also has had a fall.] I know not, sire. 
I would that I did. 

let Court, This masque hit truth as shrewdly as the 
shell hit land. We have tumbled Spain across the seas. 

2nd Court. Is this piece DanieFs or Jonson's ? 

Zrd Court. Rawly's, I think. 

1st Court. The king thinks so. Mark him. 

K. James. Is my Lady Suffolk here ? ' 

Lady S. Yes, Majesty. 
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K. James. And the Countess of Bedford, and my Lady of 
Nottingham, and Ladies Rich and Kildare? 

Lady K. I can answer for myself, sire. 

Buck. My Lady Rich is in eclipse, dad; for the 
Countess of Bedford, I'll wager she is in her bed by 
now. Can my Lord of Nottingham say so much of his 
Countess ? 

K. James, Tut, tut, dogge. But who was that woman, 
then? 

Biick, That reminds me {jproduces a letter], I have a 
letter from a fair lady on Rawly's matter. 

K, James. Steenie, Steenie, I must not be baited; I must 
not be baited, Steenie. 

Buck. But the lady implores me to move Your Majesty, 
and she hath charms. 

K. James* Charms ! What lady has writ to you ? Pll 
tousle her. 

Biick. The Queen. 

K James. You, sirrah, was the Lady Rawly of your 
company? 

let Masq. Never, Your Majesty. 

K. James, Yet you were close with her knight. 

let Masq. Letters were ever a republic, Your Majesty. 

K. James. Whose members marvellously dote on 
monarchs. Well, your company shall at once tender 
apology to the most noble Count'Gondomar at his embassy 
in the Barbican for this aflfront to Spain. — Away with you. 

\Eoseunt Masquers. 
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This has fiJlen out most untowardly for our marriage, 
happening at the moment of our information of lUwly's 
piracy. I gave faith to Philip, and this pirate hath broken 
it But he maun go and hang at Madrid, he maun go. 

Enter AB,vm>JSL. 

Well, my lord, well ! 

Ar. Ske, may I speak with you for Lady Ralegh, 
who— — 

E. James, Go and ask Gondomar's pardon ! Aye, sirrah, 
you I mean, you and Lord Pembroke are all of Rawly 
I am like to have. Go and pray you his forgiveness ; 
and say that we hope to see him very soon, and that I 
love his master always, and have great desires toward 
this marriage. God's life! will you go? 



SCENE III— A Room in Lady Ralegh's Lodging. 

Enter Lady Ralbgh, Carbw Ralegh, and Ph(bbe. 

Lady Ea. Thy doublet is frayed, child. 

Carew, Get me another, pray. 

Ph. Little sir, you are all gets. How will this serve ? 

Carew, It is rich and fitting. 

Lady Ma, Phoebe, how come you by a boy's doublet ? 

P7u 3y a woman's wit. 

Lady Ra. You have wit enough to be silent. How come 
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you here ? How know you me ? Why do you serve me 
and wUl take nothing for your service ? And now you 
would clothe my son. 

Ph. For the doublet^ I took it in pajrment of my 
wages from an uncle ; and he took it, being richly fashioned 
and cut, in payment of her tavern reckoning from a poor 
lady that had lost her son of the plague — nay, the child 
never wore it. As he was curst to steal it from her 
poverty, so I am blest who have stolen it from his riches 
and can tender it to your ladyship. For my knowledge of 
you, I am acquainted with one of the captains that serve 
your noble lord. For the reason of my coming, they that 
are kicked downstairs must say they left the house in 
fury ; and for service gratis, 'tis you that should be paid, 
who have afforded me a tower against mine enemies and 
certain who wish me ill. 

Lady Ba, Tou speak like a Puritan, but you avoid like 
a Jesuit. I would call you poor soul for your misfortunes, 
but) an you have enemies, you are rich in respect of 
yourself. And you are young. Who is the captain, 
child? 

Ph. We spoke but half an hour. 

Lady Ba. But looked years ? 

Ph. He rode to London and back again — his name 
was Pennington. 

Lady Ba. A seasoned heart, pray Ood it be not salt. 

Ph. Ah! 

Lady Ba. Silly wench ; — ^yet he is a bachelor and passing 
faithful, and my lord loves him. 
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Ph, Plague catch me if I have not been silly to 
speak of him now. 

Lady Ra. Will you forget him awhile and help me with 
some work that must be done here ? I must quickly leave 
London and proceed to Plymouth to wait my lord's return. 
And therefore, to make my purse the heavier, I must e'en 
dispose of all that may be sold to best advantage. There 
is sorting needed, and your hands will help. 

Ph. Let me begin. 

Carew. What shall I do ? 

Lady Ea, Prithee, mistress, take these keys and open the 
oaken chest in my room, and bring what lies within. 

[Exit Phcebe. 



Carew, Mother 

Lady Ra, Hush a moment. \A pause. 

Re-enter Ph(EBB. 

Carew, Why, these are Walter's clothes ! 
Lady Ra. You — are to choose from them. 

Carew, But 

Ph, Choose and say nothing. 

{They retire. 

Lady Ra, I cannot, I cannot. Not yet, Phoebe. Go, 
Carew ; let her show thee the ships and the sea. 

[Exeunt Phcebe and Cabew. 
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Lady Ra. Oh, I must weep a little for my boy ; 
I have been gay to him when he was sad, 
Untender when he yearned, cabn when he strove, — 
My heart was sailing on unquiet seas. 
And oft seemed harsh where it was ignorant :— 
Oh Walter, my dear dead ! 
Thy mother never spelled thy name aright, 
How should she spell thy heart? Where now thou 

dwellest 
Are many young and brave and gentle dead, 
And they have told thee how their mothers loved. 
And thou hast learned what few have learned ere death, 
That mother's love is hard to understand. 
Like warmth and air that we, their pensioners, 
Can never pay with gratitude enough. 
Since while they cherish and encircle us 
They seem in part ourselves, is mother's love ; 
But while thou understandest I am here. 

[^Knocking heard. 

Who knocks ? Who knocks, I say ? Is not grief private ? 

May I not nurse my mortal wound alone ? 

I have fought the Nays and Nevermores of fate 

In palace anterooms, with audience 

Of none save passionless eternal time ; 

Counting each painted thread that mocked at strife. 

Pacing each square of carpet, till myself 

Became a portion of their furniture, 

I 
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My voice as tedious, as familiar 

My face, as trodden underfoot my plea ; 

Tho' victory never kissed my weary brows, 

Never returned I empty of some spoil ; 

But now I fight thy death, and have been wounded 

By these dear empty likenesses of thee. 

Again the knocking ! If his ghost should call 

From th' other side of hell's tremendous pit, 

And death were knocking at my door of life, 

rd open : mothers should not outlive sons. 

[Opens door. 

Enter the Steward travel stainec^tTie door remains open. 

You! 

St, Nay, there are no more ; — ^yet 

Ixidy Ba. How came you alone, — so soon ? 

St. An ill wind blew me to l^ngland before the rest. 
Yet to call it ill were flattery among such samples of Dan 
iBolus as we have seen. The master of my ship must sail 
straight home. 

Lady Ea, Have you no message — ^no letter ? 

St, None. 

Lady Ea, Speak, man, for God's sake. 

St* Give me some food first 

[Ladt Baleqh summons Phosbe, w?u) in 
a short time brings in food and wine* 
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Sir Walter did not know of our sailing, madam. My 
captain did not ask his leave. 

Lady Ra. Let me know liis name. 

St, Not I : it is useless. Nay, madam, I would cut 
off two more fingers — oh, that was in the skirmish — to 
help you, but 1 have heard matters — Well, suffice it 
that we must beware of these captains, who can do your 
knight much mischief. He called a council of them, and, 
as I have heard, proposed to lay two fingers on's mouth, 
and hush for the Plate Fleet. And my captain says that 
is why he has returned. And 1 may know that hell is 
not so black as his lies ; — ^but, look you, they are all tied 
in a bundle by this little strong cord of fear. For, Sir 
Walter being unpardoned, all are afraid for their necks 
now that his mine hath foiled, — and they will lie together. 

Lady Ea, When does he come ? 

St, When God and the devil permit. I join the devil 
to God's company; for it hath pleased Providence, as 
once with poor Dan Job, even so now to permit Satan 
to work his wiU with your knight. 

Lady Ea. He must be sick. 

St, Ague, fever, gout, failure. 

Lady Ba, "Broken brains," he writes, "broken brains." 
my God ! my God ! And I must hear this thousands of 
miles away. But he may reach Pljrmouth any moment. 
Let us go — ^you say he is snared by his captains; but 
he will soar. And because he has said it^ he will return 
to England and to death. 

St, Death ! If any one dare to try killing him he bad 
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best appoint a proxy. Death! why fourteen years ago 
the king dared not kill him. 

Lady Ma, Aye, but the king hath ever loved Spain, 
and my lord was then in danger for love of Spain: now 
he is in danger for not loving Spain. 

St Why wish him in England? Does the king love 
him ? Does the Council trust him ? Will the Spaniards 
welcome him ? 

Ladj^ Ba, The people. 

St, Many, and there is meat in that broth. There 
are a sort of creatures that the more you beat them the 
more they meet you, as among beasts the spaniel, and 
among men the Jew. And such a sort are the English 
now. I have known when a jog of the elbow or a jostle 
into the kennel would win you as fierce an effusion of 
hot breath and boiling blood as ever cried for letting in 
any signer of the South. But now I think their blood 
is turned to jelly by this northern frost. And there- 
fore, if loving go by contempt, they should be in a 
prodigious passion for the knight; for truly he doth 
despise common folk. But how will you work upon 
them ? How will you melt the jellies ? 

Lady Ba, This Spanish marriage touches many pockets 
that are the emptier for Spain ; this surrender to Rome 
prickles many bodies on which Rome's inquisition hath 
left her mark. I speak not of their souls : the soul of 
such lies low. An you raise two or three lusty rascals 
to bawl for Church and State, pocket will soon cry to 
pocket and belly to belly, and you shall have a multitude 
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of wronged and most religious citizens. A resolute man 
might go far to persuade them then that Ralegh is for 
justice against oppression, for innocence against crime, 
for England against the Pope, the devil, and the Don. 
Who drove the king to let my husband sail ? The people. 
And they may drive the king to welcome his return. 
Gondomar is sick, and is soon for Madrid again; and 

when he goes Will you be such a man ? All hangs upon 

this now. 

St m do it ! ril eat and drink and sleep, and then 
we'll save him, lady, we'll save him yet. 

[Exeunt 



SCENE IV.— A Room in Gbeenwich Palace. 

Enter King James, Bacon, Buckingham, Abbot, and 

Arundel. 

K, James, Archbishop Abbot and Lord Arundel, 
We asked your further presence here to-day, • 
For that our Sunday's Council points to you 
As still the Church and State of this revolt 
Against the justice that we have decreed 
Upon Sir Walter Rawly : be assured 
That, on this recitation of his wrong. 
We count his friends our kingdom's enemies ; 
Choose you your parts on this alternative. 
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Ab. I have recorded to Count Oondomar, 
That lawless burnings and invasions 
Deserve the righteous rigour of the law ; 
I know not how the knight will answer them. 
For my opposing in the Council, sire, 
It grieved me that the Spaniard should attempt 
To bind your royal generosity 
With such a black and undeserving load. 
Loyalty is our love for greater ones ; 
And if the lower and more honoured partner 
In this sweet contract show by deed or word 
The opposite to love, — why then, on him 
Falls the dread penalty of broken bond ; 
He has but lost the love that lifted him. 
Being disloyal, but the king is free ; 
Your brightness hath no share in Ralegh's shade. 

Buck. [Aside.] My lord of Canterbury, a word with you. 
You are a fisherman by craft divine ; 
Cast not your line, my lord, beyond the line ; 
The waters there are strange and tropical. 
And you may lose yourself and soles and all. 
Mark well my words ; you drive the king to Rome, 
Riding his conscience on the curb at home. 

Ab. I have submitted to Your Majesty, 
And must adventure your displeasure now. 

K. James. You must, you shall, with Arundel and 
Pembroke, 
And all the backers of this buccaneer. 

Sacon. We did but wonder why Your Majesty 
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Must take conveyance of unknightliness, 

And we your councillors are interdict 

From any breath of opposition 

Unto the general of Spain's demands ; 

Whose remedy in this particular, 

Lies ripe for her to pluck and go her ways. 

K. James. You are ourselves : our word is broken, lords, 
Our royal word, and we must make amends. 

Ar, Shall I proceed to Spain ? 

K, James. God's mercy, why ? 

Ar. Methought their crows were fond of Saxon flesh ; 
Black feeds on white, Your Majesty, in Spain. 

Buck. Your lordship is too new a convertite, 
Too fresh from hate that learned you Christian love. 
And lies that oped the door to our true Church, 
To weight these slings against your former fold ; 
You should be grateful and not querulous. 

Ar. My liege, the attributes of royalty 
Show to the simple and unlearned man 
Through councillors ; we are your eyes, your ears, 
Your eyes to heed, your ears to hear offence, 
Your motion to redress ; in us men judge 
Your private virtues and your public care 
As in approved and viewed apparitors : 
All our nobility derives from you, 
And your renown is ruddy in our veins. 
Shall then your ancient honourable blood 
Suffer the fearful fawning of our limbs 
ToaQallego? Will it not desert 
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So base a vehicle of royalty 

And work divorce from such unworthy agents ; 

Lest, when his nobles cringe to peasantry, 

Tour loving but unlearned subjects deem 

Their king is stooping too ? Oh what will follow 

If loyalty mistake allegiance 

And turn to reverence of common men ? 

Then do not bid us lackey Gondomar, 

Whose office honours not ennobles him. 

Pardon my boldness, 'tis not all mine own : 

The acid of that meeting of the Council 

Has bitten our hearts deeply ; we are seared, 

We and our monarch with a peasant's die ; 

And England's scutcheon needs new quartering — , 

A hoe, a ferule, and a sack of gold. 

K. James, Zounds ! my Lord Arundel, you are too free. 

Ar, All royal monarchs pardon loyalty. 

K. James. Your loyalty hath not appeared of late 
In the support of Rawly ; look to it, 
m not be rapped o' the knuckles by your ferule. 
Leave us, my lord. 

BiLck, 'Twas you who brought us here. 

Into this filth from which we needs must out ; 
Cleanly if may be, but we'll slough you too. 

[Exit Arundel. 

K, Jam£8, I am resolved ; and understand me, lords. 
The King of Spain is England's dearest friend ; 
I count his love as a thrice precious jewel. 
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His foes are my most loathed opposites ; 

And I will honour his ambassador, 

Be he Gallego or the l)ia.rest hind 

That ever gnawed black crust beneath chill skies. 

He was the shrewdest pilot of you all, 

And, as my Lord of Buckingham well said, 

He hath been wronged, he and his master too. 

And, for that kings are brothers, we, the King 

Of England, will revenge our brother's wrong 

Wrought by this Eawly ; that the world may know 

In hate of wrong and zeal for wrong's redress 

Enter Gk)ND0MAR. 

The King of Spain is King of England too. 

Oon, Look, sire, my happy face shines out my love 
For England, to return so soon from Spain. 

K, James, Dear fellow, I would to God that it were so ; 
Leave us, you rest. 

[Exemit all eoscept James and Gondomar. 

I have good news for you. 

Gon. For me the best of news is health and home. 

K, James. England, you said that England was your love. 

Oon, Surely. I heard Your Majesty declare 
That love had made of our two sceptres one ; 
Then, being Spain, England is still my love. 

K, Jam^es. You heard but my conclusion. 
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€hn. Great words, 

Tour Majesty, however they began. 
And which have rendered all superfluous 
My message and my master's doubts of you. 

K, James, How is my brother Philip ? 

€hn. Sairly, sairly. 

It grieves him, — ^but that matter is disposed. 

K. Janies. Yet we will hear his grievance, — therefore 
speak. 

Oon, It grieves him that his brother keeps with pirates ; 
It grieves him that his brother keeps not faith, 
Nor hands that pirate, that old ravisher 
Of Spanish blood and treasure, that proved traitor. 
Beggar of royal mercy, leech of gold, 
Perjured disloyal subject^ Walter Ralegh, 
For instant execution in Madrid. 

K. James. We know his crimes and we will punish them ; 
The right was on your side ; we were deceived. i 

I alwa3rs doubted of that mine, but thought 
The man more fearful-cautious ; had I been Rawly, 
And he the king, I had ne'er ventured it. 

And yet the loss our proper folly breeds j 

Outhits the shrewdest pedant, and I chose 
His friends should suffer of themselves, not me. 
I am no tyrant ; — ^they are wiser now. 
And if the name of mine be mentioned, Lord, 
Will delve it deep enough to close with hell. 
My pledge shall be redeemed, it shall indeed, 
But ask our brother not to ask us more 
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Than if the rogue had sacked an English port ; 
For many tongues, you know, persuaded me 
San Thom^ was an English colony. 

Qon, Persuaded in good truth ! 

K. James, I but repeat 

Their bibble-babble, not my inference. 
Further I have examined all I find 
Among his fellow-sailors, who confirm 
The messages that have been writ to Spain ; 
Except that Keymis was the front and brain. 

Qon, Ke3anis ! Was Keymis admiral, or Ralegh ? 

K, James, So I replied, Rawly was.admiral, 
And I would have you tell my brother so ; 
And tell him speedily, and bid him sleep 
Secure of any injury jfrom us. 

Oon, May I speak plainer, than if I remember 
That you are king and I a poor blunt man ? 

K, James. My dearest friend ! 

Oon, Why then, you cannot judge 

This case's boundaries of right and wrong. 
That pirate sailed with your commission, 
Backed by strong friends who swayed the Council to him ; 
And will not these same backers fight for him ? 
Small wonder if my master cries, — " Despatch, 
" And hang the pirate safely in Madrid, 
'* Before his satellites can rescue him." 
Had I been governing Sevilla, aye 
Or the Canaries, I had hanged him straight ; 
A man's self is his warrant for good deeds. 
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TheFe is a time for papers and for ink, 
But that is past ; the thieves are still unhung ; 
Their backers, — ^these same Councillors — are free 
Even of the presence of the king they wronged,— 
They should enjoy the freedom of the Tower. 

K, James. God's truth, man, and is this your Spanish 
justice ? 
It is not England's, no nor any land's 
Where I may reign. I never have condemned, 
And never, by the help of holy God, 
Of whose high justice I am gerent here, 
Will I condemn the foulest rogue unheard, 
Tho' he had lifted sacrilegious hand 
Against my proper issue. God himself. 
Knowing the primal fault of Adam, yet 
Heard his poor earthly plea ere he condemned. 

Oon, Justice, I know, has many countenances ; 
Spain shall talk more upon this precedent. 
But, oh, consider what close offices 
Of unabated love, what long respect 
My king hath held toward your royal self; 
And is he answered thus ? Will you break faith ? 
Oh pardon me, deax sire, it is my love 
That prompts this licence. Aristotle saith. 
Of two things that thou lov'st, where one is truth. 
Prefer the truth. Sadly I shall depart ; 
My master must henceforward sue with steel. 
Buckler his honour in detested battle. 
And I shall never see my friend again. 
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K, James. 'Nei,y, nay, nay, nay; why, we would marry 
you! 
He shall, they shall, — all England shall be hanged, 
Ere I will fight with Spain. 

Gon, Then you'll not fight. 

K. James, Commit our pledges this night unto our 
brother. 
The Council shall decide without delay 
On Rawly's proper condemnation. 

Gon, I haste to write this joyous news to Spain ! 

[Exit GoNDOMAB. James looks after him 
— then summons a Messenger. 

K, Jam£8. Run, take these cherries to Count Gondomar ; 

[Exit Messenger. 

He must pass here. [Goes to window. 

Oho, where is our Spanish gravity ? 

A dignified ambassador, to eat 

Our cherries from a basket ! Farewell, ferewell. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Buck. You will send them to Madrid ? 

K. Jam^es. Steenie, I must. 

The peace of Europe founds upon my faith. 
If we can knit with Philip, the Empire 
Is robbed of its time-tempered armoury 
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Against our Protestant confederates. 

Ferdinand presses on Bohemia, 

And they are ripe for letting rebel blood ; 

Christ cannot stay the blood that flows for Christ, 

And Eorope's arteries will drain before 

She wins the whiteness that is death, not peace : 

No price can be too high that hinders blood. 

Buck. It will be high ; love will not conquer Spain, 
Unless we yield them on this marriage 
A breach to people us with Catholics. 

E. Jamei. That which is yielded on fair compromise 
ProTes something won from others ; men respect 
Successes in the weaker and the few, 
More than the smooth expected robbery 
Of multitudes, and thereby work redress 
Of the unequal scale ; so will it prove 
With England and this swelling tyrant Spain : 

But we must humour him before we gain. 

[Mceuni, 



SCENE v.— HoLBORN Bbidob, before the Sign of 

THE Queen's Arms. 

Ikter Carriers and Citizens. 

Ut Carrier. Now, masters, we be about to sail ; so use 
despatch, use despatcL 
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Ist at I prithee, there is a missive of mnch weight 
that is but now being sealed within. 

\8t Car, An it break my axle Til none of it ; the roads 
need no partner in that. 

2nd at Be you carriers for Exeter ? 

\d Car, I know naught of carriers for Exeter ; but an 

you have lard or lean for Salisbury, and will use despatch, 

and will pay us like an honourable desperadoe, we are 
your carriers. 

2nd Car, Aye, we be carriers for Salisbury. 

2nd at But I desire the carriers for Exeter, who start 
from Holbom Bridge. 

let Car, Truly thou mayest desire them, but till thou 
leamest to look as a man whom men may not cozen, thou 
wilt not find them. 

Woman, You will take this letter safely to my daughter 
that dwells at Salisbury ? It containeth much instruction 
on the fattening of her calves. Am I plain ? 

2nd Car, Nay, truly. 

\st Car. Let her walk, let her walk, hussy sweetheart ; 
and do thou ride with me. But come, are we to cast ofif f 

Enter Dr Manoubie. 

Man. How ! my braves, my alebred ! 

Id Oar. No bread, sir. 

Man. You go to Salisbury: the court is also for 

Salisbury. Comment f 

let Car. Eighty sir; and that is the dog to this tail, 

\ or the thistle to this ass. 

\ 
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Man. I perceive your head is full aa your waggon. Yet 
yon may find a comer in both for my commission. Take 
this parcel, and remember to deliver him at Salisbury. 

let Car. Who ? Sir Walter Ra 

Man. Tonnerre, must I shut you in sack ere you will 
be stifled ! Will you speak to me aside ? 

Enter Stewabd. 

St. Where lie the carriers ? 

2nd Car. I be a carrier. 

^. The carriers for Sherborne ? 

2nd Car. I know none such. 

St. Then learn where they lie, and cease lying. 

[Beats him. 

\«t Car. By Charles his waggon, here's beating of cattle. 
Here, you, master, have you learned your gentle wa3rs 
in Spain 1 Nay, this is not your dirty buck you are 
clapping ! 

St. Where start the carriers for Sherborne ? 

2nd Car. Fr-firom the Angel in Bread Street, I have 
heard tell. 

St Here's ointment for your back. 

1st Car. [Aside.] The Angel ? Thou angel ! 

Man. Nay, sir, for Sherborne it is Fridays that they 
convey. 

St. Where are you for 1 

\st Car. Who are you that ask us and beat us and 
give us money? Marry, sir, we'll not have you both 
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ways. You shall not pickle our backs and our brains. We 
are for Salisbury. 

St, It may serve. Come aside, fellow. Deliver this 
letter without fail. 

Igt Car, Sir Walter Ralegh— but 

St, Peace, rubbish-heap. 

l8t Car. Are there more groats and ale to fall f FU 
never wear tilt on my cart again. 

[JExeunt Gabriebs. 

St, Are you Doctor Manourie t 

Man, How sir t you seek me 1 You have the gout, the itch, 
the spleen ? I cure them. You hear of me f Comment f 

St, I have heard little good of you. 

Man. Open your mouth ; give me your feest. 

St, Stand off. Look you, I deal in simplicity and 
honesty. — You are a quack. 

Man. A quack, mon Dieu ! what is that 1 But I also 
am simple dealer. The doctors deceive you. You creep 
to them ; they run to you : they look grave ; you pay : 
you look grave ; they run again : you pay ; you die : they 
laugh. Is it not sot Now, I ask nothing of you. I 
tell you this simple is Nature, costs nothing. Try, and 
if it cure not, come not again. But if you insult me, 
bonjour, sir, you are for the doctors. 

St. What is a quack ? I answer you by the catalogue. 
It is of a sort of men that men love not overmuch, such 
as tinkers and fustian cutthroats and drawers of teeth 
and pedlars and horseleeches, aye, and voluntary ceUar- 
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men and bawds and ratcatchers and broommen, and 
other such like rotten and stinking weeds. And for his 
particular wherein he differs from these rogues, it is that 
he is transformable into any of them, and when he has 
entered them they are straightway not one rogue but 
two; and as two are more than one, so is their double 
vileness — which is the quack — ^greater than their single 
idleness, which is themselves. 

Man. I am not such. 

St WeU, my Thessalus, do you know Sir Lewis Stucley ? 

Man. Non. 

St. He spake of you. 

Man. He has the serpigo, the fire, the dance ! Where 
lives he f 

St. It matters not, since I have heard you send a parcel 
to his address at Salisbury. Confess, you weevil, you 
tapeworm, you French flea. 

Man. And you desire a letter conveyed also to him. 

St. What is that to you t 

Man. Or my parcel to you t You l^think I wrong Sir 
Balle. Who wrongs him ? I who would give him life, or 
you who would give him death ? 

St. Death? 

Man. You burrow for him, but you throw up earth ; but, 

mon Dieu ! mountains of earth. The court, the Spanish 

embassy, know you excite the people. Will they let 

Balle livef 
St. I can stop one mouth. 

Man. Kill me, and you kill his friend. Listen. I send 
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him medicines to Salisbury. I follow them to see him. 
He is invalid; he must be strong to live. Or he may 
wish to appear invalid. Perhaps Sir Stucley will leave 
sick men unguarded. Do you now understand? 

8t, Why should you help him t 

Man. Why did the King of France oflFer him /efuge, 
and Admiral Montmorency a commission ? 

St I must trust this rat. Look you ; this stuff is not 
to be handled. It is tinder, but it is damp and will 
not light. I might be a prentice at his master's door 
for all they heed my talk. 

Man. What have you talked 1 

St. Duty, patriotism, my wounds, Spain, and Pope. 

Man. Talk to them of their bellies or of women; but 
do not talk at all till you can show them something. 



An increasing tumult is heard from the direction of 
Chancery Lane, and finally a Horseman gallops 
across the scene, followed by an angry crowd. 

Man. It is one of the Count Gondomar's gentlemen, — 
Miguel. They will kill him before he pays my debt. 



[Exit hurriedly^ 



St. What is it ? 

\st at. A cursed Spanish kite ! 

Womun. Child-killer ! 

^. What has he done ? 
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2nd Oii. Ridden down a child that played in Chancery 
Lane. — I saw him turn his bridle at it. 

Woman. Nay, it was the child ran at the horse, and he 
would not stop. 

2nd CU. I say he turned ! 

3rcf Git Speak you of this mishap, masters ? I could 
have touched him from my window — the poor fellow 
looked neither to right nor left^ and the child was dead 
ere he had seen it 

1^ CU. I say he slew it. 

^i^. Did I not warn you long ago of the Spaniard ? 

2nd at. What does he say ? 

ith at. Let us singe the Spanish hog ! 

St. They are all the same. — Come, friends : listen to 
me, you who boast your English blood. 

You are not men of England any more. You are serfs 
of Spain. Spain buys your statesmen, Spain seduces your 
Church, a Spaniard sits in the closet of your king ; your 
king's son will mate with a Spanish princess, and all the 
bastards of Hapsburg will dance over your graves. Do 
you wish proof? Why doth the State suffer English 
mariners to be robbed on the high seas, and chained in 
galleys, and Spain delay redress ? Why doth the Church 
languish and schism abound ^ Without their Jesuits our 
Church had been at one; they would convert us by the 
rack and fires of their Inquisition. Where went the 
gunpowder traitors Owen, Baldwyn, and Cresswell at 
large and honoured? In Spain. 
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1st at. This fellow speaks to the point 

2nd at I still sweat for the five score pounds I lost in 
Captain Henderson's adventare. 

3rt2 at, I know this talk. I am for home. 

St. Nay, there is more. Know you the womb that 
bears ingots to Spain, the fair Indies? My body knows 
her, and I have shown you the lovetokens she gave me. 
Disease, fever, and the sword, are her gifts, while she is 
mistress to Spain. The Spaniards there tied six-and- 
thirty of Captain Hall's Englishmen back to back, and, 
after fair trading and mutual promise of affection, cut 
their throats. My eyes saw that butcher's deed. If you 
hear and sit still, you are slaves ! If you do somewhat^ 
you may yet be free. 

Woman. Will you give our men labour and our children 
breadf 

St. The Spaniard gives your women labour and your 
children death. 

^th at. Good sir, is it true that the Spaniards here 
in London store our com against the next plague? 

Woman. Speak low, an you speak ill of the plague : 'tis 
a good husband to us herbwives. 

Uh at. We will have the com ! 

Zrd at. Peace, fool, 'tis the city companies keep it. 

ith at. From us ! We will have the com. 

St. Hasten, I 'say, for if the Spaniards here in England 
win, the greatest Englishman dies. Enow you Ralegh t 

1st at. Nay, truly. 

ith at. Is he a pirate or a Paul's manf 



150 SIE WALTER RALEGH 

Sri Oii. Was't not he that found Virginia t 

ith at If it be so, ril none of him. 'Tis a mighty 
idle plan, this transport of gentlemen of leisure to 
Virginia. 

St He hath fought the Don for forty years. He fought 
them in the Armada : he fought them at Cadiz ; and he 
was honoured. Now he hath fought them in America, 
and he is to die at the bidding of the Ambassador of 
Spain. Will you let him diel 

AU. Never ! never ! Where is he 1 

^th Cit. Safe in the Embassy by now. 

Alt Let us take it! we'll smoke the hive. Bring fire, 
ropes, ladders, bars. To the Barbican ! to the Barbican ! 

Re-enter Manourie. 

Ist Cit Who are you 1 

M<m. I am a foreigner. 

Uh Cit A foreigner ! Kill him, kill him ! 

3rd Cit Do you love Sir Walter Ralegh ? 

2nd Cit, Is he in the Embassy? Is he safe? Where 
is he? tell us! 

Man. Who 1 the Spaniard ? He is in the Embassy, but 
he is not safe. 

\sft Cit. You dare tell us so, accursed Spaniard ! 

Man. But I am not a Spaniard. 

let Cit. No matter, you did not rescue him. 

Man. Rescue a Spaniard for you to kill ! What mean 
you, my friends? 
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AIL A Spaniard 1 Ealegh ! Where is Balegh f 
Man. By God, I know not. 

Ist at. I beUeve you not. Bring him along with us ; — 
we'll see who is within the Embassy. 
Man. Lord, Lord ! But my friends, — my friends I 

[Exeunt confusedly. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — An Open Place nbab Sherborne Castle. 

Enter SiR Walter Ralegh, Lady Ralegh, Carew 
Ralegh, Sir Lewis Stucley and Dr Manourie. 

Studey. Here's Sherborne Castle; I will leave you, 
kmsman. 

Ra. You do a courtesy. Sir Admiral, 
To one who cannot render it again. 

Stuc. I guess how it must feel to lose such towers. 
My tiny farm could hide within the shade 
Of any one those giant walls forgotten. 
And not a stem of smoke smite high enough 
To show the sanctuary it had won ; 
Yet, were I ravished of one stick of it, 
rd whistle to my sturdy Devon lads 
To head a faction 'gainst the ravisher ; 
Pd score them on his back. 

Ra, If he were king. 

And you within the peril of the law ? 

Stuc. The less protected I, the less king he. 
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Ba, Haye a care, cousin ; greater folk than we 
HaTO lost their heads for less disloyal speech. 

Stuc Tore Ood 1 if any here listen at doors, 
Or cog at keyholes, they had best beware ; 
They shall go cropped and blinded to their hire. 

Lady Ba. [To Manourie.] You press my palfrey, sir ! 

Stuc. Keep back, you carrion crow, you venomous leech. 
We talk of wounding, not of killing men. 

Man. [Aside.] He has asked for the medicine at 
Salisbury. 

Stuc. [Aside.] Do not forget to keep a sample. There 
must be evidence — ^that is an order — evidence for every- 
thing; he cannot be convicted but on evidence. 

Lady Ba. This kinsman whom our memory had painted 
Of rough and opposite behaviour. 
Is moved to pity by our solitude ; 
May we not hope for pity otherwhere ? 

Ba, It is an easy task to conquer love ; 
Give me myself, and men shall give me hearts. 
But if I conquer reason, I am proud. 
For reaaon habits in the living few ; 
The many that profess its practice, judge 
But on report and narrative of men ; 
Their brain is never waking, but still sleeps 
At the feet of custom, while they slowly round 
Into untempted vegetable virtue ; 
For they have never wandered from themselves, 
Their mirror limits their experience. 
Such men think roaming is the devil's doom, 
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Whisper I change my virtue with my sky, 

And, since I scorn them and the God they make, 

If burning atheists were the fashion now, 

Would make a bonfire of me. Tho* the rocks 

That spire a soul's devotion to God 

Be savage and inhospitable, yet, 

Since self-surrender there foreruns success, 

I, who have lost my all, am ripe for faith ; 

Before the sinners I shall win the saints. 

For those who, circled by triumphant ill, 

Yet pray in confidence of good unseen, 

May still believe a sinner who protests 

That this detested gold, this hate he stirs, 

He stirred to save his land from bankrupt's garb ; 

That hate outhated might be scared from hate. 

And Christians spare to wake unsparing war. 

Lady Ma. I cannot blame your bitter commentary. 

Ba. You are healthy ; I am sick and faint and stunned 
By fortune's dints upon my panoply. 
The riches that I lent to time to swell. 
Health, hope, endeavour, past felicity, 
I have o'erdrawn them quite ; and life and I 
Are void of all save thee. 

Carew. What is this castle, f«cther ? 

Lady Ma, Hush, hush. 

Carew. Why must I hush ? 

Lady Ma. Your fether is not well. 

Carew. Why ? Is it my poor brother's death that vexes 
him still t But yet I see not why I may not ask. Our 



1 
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kinsman will not speak, and that strange doctor does 
not know. 

Lady Ea. Do not ask, little lad, do not ask. 

Carew. Bat I saw many doff their caps as father passed ; 
and one old dame cried, ''God bless the master," and the 
noisy fellows at the tavern were silent at the sight of him, 
and a pert wench made to kiss me and wept great drops 
instead. 

Lady Ea. I will tell my bird, but not now. 

Oarew, Mother, where was I bom ? 

Lady Ra. God help thee, little one ; thou art all whys 
and wheres to-day. In London. 

Carew, Then, — ^why do they stare at me, and cry to see 
the bird that was bom in a cage? 

Ra, Coipe, Carew, come and sit before me thus. 
Tou do not love sad tales ? 

Carew, Nay, father ; yet 

They have a happy ending when you tell them. 

Ba, You must decide the ending of this tale. 

Carew, Then I will make it very very happy. 

Ra, This place is Sherborne Castle ; and the tale 
Runs around Sherbome, like that great snake, the sea, 
That I have taught thee sweeps his shining tail 
About our earth into his mouth again. 
Some holy men, — ^it must be long ago, — 
Deemed their lives little worth, if they might buy 
From our fierce fathers ignorant of Christ 
A parcel of this blind barbarian land — 
Though it were but so much as heaped a grave, 
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That grave might witness His who died for men — 

And founded here an altar, and served God. 

Saxon and Dane and Norman it withstood, 

Saw the humility of mighty thews. 

And hands that had been swung aloft to slay, 

Stayed there in supplication. So it prospered, 

Until an abbey grew around the shrine, 

And wealth and lands increased, and tithes waxed fat. 

At length the Norman Stephen, coveting 

This hold where Sarum's mitre ruled in mail. 

Besieged and robbed the castle of its lord, 

And tossed it to a godless Norman earl ; 

Nor ever prospered after, but beheld 

His only son a-dying ere he died. 

And from that day to this the gossips tell 

How on each lay possessor of these lands 

The curse of holy acres stolen from God 

Has lowered, blotting from them life to enjoy 

And issue to inherit. Montague 

Slew his own son, Somerset sank in blood, 

Mjrself have lost thy brother and my fortune ; 

The king, to whom they fell on my attaint, 

Goes softly for the love of that sweet prince 

Who had saved England had himself been saved ; 

Carr found his proper hell, and Sir John Digby 

Lives in the ledgers of Madrid, not here. 

Stuc, [Aside.] Mark that point at Spain. 

Man, 'Twill serve. 
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Carew, Bat, father, why took yon the land if it was 
accoraed? 

Ea. I had it from the fountain of my f ortnne» 
The Qneen of England, — doff thy cap, my son, 
At her high name, — she was the Church's head, 
And had disposal of the Church's land. 
Now they are lost^ all lost 

Carew. Nay, father, nay. 

I 

BcL What canst do, my baby ? 

Carew. I'll not die. 

Ra. And now enough of superstition : 
Fetch me your doctor, I would speak with him. 

Stuc. Madam, that same conscience of my kinsman is 
a rascally servant, an he persuaded his master to turn 
back when he wa i half through his escape from Pl3rmouth 
Bay. We are rear Salisbury, and the matter, I fear me, 
must come before the king and Council. 

Lady Ma, Alas, sir, can nothing be done ? 

Sittc. I can do nothing : — I am the Council's servant. — I 
would I might be yours. He looks sick. 

Ladif Ra. He has died of late. 

Stuc. He confers, I see, with Master Manourie. — A 
French doctor, I believe, and skilled in his mystery. 
Well, fare you well. I must not love you; but, 'fore 
God, I hate you not; and if I might come by serving 
you without a wound to my honour and my allegiance, 
why, it were joy. Farewell, dear dame. 

[Eait, riding ahead. 
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Ba. Bess, I shall feign sickness at Salisbnry. There 

is no other means to get time to write my defence for 

the king's eyes. This worthy doctor will assist me, and, 

farther, speaks of an asylum across the seas, to which 

he will help me if all else fail. Tut! fortune has 

never blacked all my sky. I may yet buy Sherborne 

with French gold. 

Carew. Why, now you smile, father ! — ^and the tale hath 

ended happily after all. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IL — The Council Chamber in Whitehall. 

Bacon, Abbot, Snt E Coke, Sib J. CiESAB, and 
others sitting as Commissionebs. 

Bacon. We are prepared. Bring in the prisoner. 

Enter Ralegh, guanied. 

We may be brief with you. You come to us 

Upon your former accusations ; — 

A motion of conspiracy against 

The person of your monarch and this land : — 

For which you are unpardoned, but were freed, 

And at His Miyesty's discretion live. 

L 
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Ea. Sir Edward Coke is here ? 

Coke. He is, Sir Walter. 

Ea. You heard my answer fifteen years ago, 
But yet I see not how it fits to-day. 
The grant of my commission pardoned me. 

Coke. You may not stand on that. 

Ba. Nay, sir, I must, 

If I may hope for justice. It is true 
I had no written pardon ere I sailed. 
Else had I sailed with better, braver men. 
And changed it may be into sweet success 
My bitter firstfruits. But I was informed 
My admiral's commission, and my power 
Of martial law beneath the King's Great Seal, 
Was a good pardon for my past ofience. 

Coke. I care not who informed you, it is false. 

Ea. Are you still there ? Why, then, since life is sweet, 
And I am in some mortal peril now, 
I must refer you to your president. 

Bacon. You speak your inference and not my words ; 
Pardon by implication is not law. 
You asked me if a pardon were for sale. 
And knowing your scant furnishing, I urged 
Money was your knee-timber in this voyage, 
And should not waste in ways that showed you set 
'Gainst honesty and justice. If you plucked 
More from my answer, it was yours, not mine. 

Ea. You are my judge that were my fiiend. Enough. 
I stand not on the grant of my commission ; 
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Which yet must argue strangest confidence, 

That one believed a traitor should command 

His monarch's bounty and his monarch's subjects. 

I plead the life he spared, and my release 

In recompense for a protracted wrong, 

As proof the king believes me innocent. 

He hath been heard to say he'd not desire 

To stand for trial to a panel stuflfed 

With jurymen of Middlesex : nay, more, 

One of my justices at Winchester, 

Sir Frances Gawdy, I have heard, confessed, 

When he was passing to the Great Assize, 

That England's justice ne'er was so unjust 

As* in my condemnation. May I sit ? 

This ague vexes me, I am not young. 

Coke. This is no matter and no argument. 

Bacon, Mr Attorney hath four questions here, 
Touching the faults committed in your voyage. 
First, that this mine was never your intent ; 
Next, that you held a French commission 
To sow these dragon's teeth 'twixt us and Spain ; 
That you abandoned all your company ; 
And, lastly, have forgot allegiance. 

Ra, Must I make answer to Sir Edward Coke ? 

Bacon, Mr Attorney now is Yelverton. 

Ra, Forgive me ; but it seems I am accused 
Upon a count of fifteen years ago, 
And I imagined that Sir Edward Coke 
Must sit for my Attorney-General, 
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And call me presently a '' hellish spider." 

That on this sad adyentnie I forgot 

Anything save the taste of happiness, 

Or that my purpose was such At^'s broth 

As yon conjectnrei I deny them both. 

That poor men were abandoned, oh 'tis true, 

But in the opposite of your surmise ; 

It was my company abandoned me, 

Whose mutiny endangered every hour 

My king should lose his prisoner for aye. 

That I intended mines is manifest 

From my provision of tools : nay ask 

How deep their cost had mined my enterprise. 

You say, my lord, that^ being yet unpardoned. 

My trial cannot but proceed upon 

The former charge of golden league with Spain, 

But that I now have sought occasion 

Of unprovoked hostility with Spain. 

Forgive me, but this ague shakes me so, 

My reason cannot bridge such opposites, 

And show conjunctive trail of villainy 

Between these two imaginations, — 

That I who was a traitor, am a pirate. 

Shall I be always guilty on report ? 

And tho' no witness proved my treachery. 

And I am pirate in your thoughts alone, 

Must I, who wasted in captivity 

Upon suspicion of an unproved love, 

Die on suspicion of that love forgot^ 
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And find his doom tiiat loves his country's foes, 
Because 'tis thought that I have hated them ? 

Bacon. WhUeas your former condemnation stands, 
You must be tried upon it. For the £a>ults 
You have committed since your coming here, 
Mr Solicitor has on record 
Your twice attempted flight ; from Plymouth once, 
Again from Woolwich, to escape to France. 
Further, your vile deceit at Salisbury, 
Feigned sickness, and dishonourable speeches 
Against the justice of His Majesty, 
Blot your delayed return. 

Ea. Yet I returned. 

Was that a pirate's or a traitor's deed ? 
I planned escape, 'tis true ; what thing of breath 
Late libertine of sea and ample air. 
Had not attempted it ? I feigned disease, 
Tho' God he knows the pains that wasted me : 
For that King David is my precedent. 
Who made himself a madman to escape 
The justice and the madness of his foes. 

Coke, Do you deny your manifest intent 
To take the Plate Fleet if your venture failed ? 

Ra,. Produce me my accusers. 

Pennington is brought forward^ 

Coke, One is here, 

Your Captain Pennington. — Your story, sir. 
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Pen. Sir Walter B&legh spoke of taking fleets 
Before we neaied the Indies. When we failed, 
And Captains Wollaston and Whitney ran 
With purpose to attack the Spanish Fleet, 
He first commanded us to follow them, 
But afterwards permitted them to run. 
His reasons 

Coke. He is hung enough with reasons ; 

They'll tumble round our ears. Where's St Leger ? 

Pen. 111. 

Coke. 'Tis no matter, he agrees with you. 
You hear this captain ? Can you counter him ? 

Ba. You cannot shut the sea within a bowl 
And keep it sea ; words hold not all truth's salt. 
'Tis true I spoke of capturing the Fleet ; 
I spoke the same unto Lord Bacon here 
Before I sailed ; he will remember it. 
Why does he not accuse me ? Does he think 
My period of sick and broken brains 
Stronger, more traitorous, more terrible, 
Than my first freedom's sap that quickened hope 
Once more to blossom on this withered tree, 
And lit the waters I had watched so often 
Dreaming and dancing to th' unfettered blue, 
And woke the songs of youth and spring again ? 
No ; he is wise, and weighs not men's desert 
When they are least in reason, when the blood 
Drums in the ear of wisdom, or the soul 
Is racked with agony and loneliness. 
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Think you he carried my spring insolence 
Unto the ears of Gondomar ? oh no : 
I had been mad if I was serious. 
For those my captains, what I said to them 
I said to save their courage and our lives. 

Coke, I think, my lord, this charge is fully proved. 

Ah, Can you declare upon your conscience, 
That you had armed so large an expedition 
With none but peaceful purpose ? 

Ra, Good your grace, 

It is just one short year since Winwood died. 
Winwood was privy to my armament ; 
My warrant and my aims the king approved, 
And all the picture lacked of blood and gloom, 
Gondomar's malice painted. Can you think 
A purpose of embroiling us with Spain 
Was never hinted, never dwelt upon ? 
Grant my behaviour gave occasion 
For credence of it, and that this was urged 
Against my expedition, — ^still I sailed. 
That I had never any such intent^ 
God alone knows : 

For I was secret to my nearest souls. 
Yet Winwood and, I think, your grace's self 
Were very urgent with His Majesty 
That England must be saved from Spanish gold^ 
And that the way to that salvation 
Lay westward ; I regret your conscience 
Is now misdoubtful of my purpose then. 
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Bacon. Have you no more defence ? We must deliver 
Whether your former sentence may proceed. 
Tou'Il guess what we must say. 

Ba, No ; my defence 

Is now a sturdy lad of fifteen years. 
And can protect himself without the aid 
Of my old tongue and partial utterance. 

Coke. More traitors ! 

Ba, I think Sir Edward Coke mistakes my sense, 
He strains so at this hare of treachery. 

Bacon. Your trial may be old in memory ; 
We weigh past innocence by present worth. 
A kingdom's constancy must suffer change, 
The need of many knows no boundaries ; 
But subjects may not change from loyalty. 
The need of many is the right of none. 

Ba. Will the king speak with me ? 

Bacon. We are the king. 

Ba. If I could see that Majesty but once. 

Bacon. You may not. 

Ba. If he were behind that curtain, 

I think it moves ; — what if the king be there ? 
I am in my senses, lords ; but if the king 
Would deign to hear a faithful dying captain, 
A captain dying for fidelity. 
And of his grace vouchsafe one little word 
Why, when his knowledge equalled, nay, surpassed, — 
For he was hot from Spanish fuel — mine, 
Touching the occupation of Guiana 
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In sach a sort by Spaniards, that I 

Who sought but his advancement must find foes ; — 

Why, knowing this, he suffered me to sail, 

I would shake hands with the necessity 

That bids a subject die to save his king. 

It moves, — nay, I am sure ! 

[Falk an his knees. 

Your Majesty ! 
One word, one little word. 

Bacon. You are distracted ; 

We must advise your execution. 
The session is concluded. Take him hence. 

[All rise. As they move towwrds the 
door, preceded by Raleqh, it opens, 



Ladt Raleqh enters, /allowed by Ph(EBE. 

Lady Ba, My Lord Keeper, hear me, I entreat. 
Bacon, Madam, you shall not move us. 
Lady Ba, Sir Julius Csesar, I pray. 
Ba, Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Lady Ba. Why, then, Master Archbishop, and Sir 
Edward Coke, and you, sirs, you 

[The GoMMissiOKEBS and Ralegh pass 
out in silence, Ph(SBE at the last 
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recognises Pennington, who moves 
toivards her uncertainly. She turns 
from him. 

Pen. Mistress Phoebe, have you no words for me? 

Ph. Not one. 

Pen. Why that icr strange, since I have many for you. 

Ph. You can speak when you wish. 

Pen. But you do more; you can get horses when you 
wish. 

Ph. None of that. Why are you here 1 

Pen. None of that neither. 

Ph. Nay, sir, but *tis here we must speak if we are to 
speak again. 

Pen. The Council commmanded me to be present at 
Sir Walter's trial. 

Ph. To witness his honesty, his courage, his loyalty, his 
faith? 

Pen. Alas, none of these. 

Ph. Ah ! No ! Come no nearer ! Do not touch me, do not 
speak to me ! Never think of me ! never, never again ! 
That you, that you should do this ! 

Lady Ra, How now? how now? Captain Pennington, 
you learn the world's hard lesson, that love and honesty 
seldom mate. Why, I love you, but I love not your 
honesty in this. It must comfort you. 

[Exit Pennington. 
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SCENE III.— The Gatb-JIousb at Westminster. 

Baleoh redding — an Attendant enters and makes up 

the fire. 

Ba, I pray you, leave me. 

At K gentlewoman desires to see you. 

Ra. Admit her. 

[Exit Attendant. 

Enter Ladt Ralegh. 

Lady Ba, So all ends here, my lord ; your life, our love, 
In this poor dingy prison, whistled through 
With an insistent and autumnal wind. 
It is the wind that speeds before Death's triumph 
And brings a rumour of his overthrow 
Of manhood, beauty, wisdom, and renown ; 
They are fallen, all is fallen. 

Ba. But we rise. 

This chamber is my epilogue, and tells 
How no man may outgrow humanity ; 
Tho' he live long, and tho' his stage be vast, 
That space must shrink and time must run at last. 

Lady Ba. Aye, if this were a room of quiet death ; 
But time is robbed of your maturity. 
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jR<L We have made years of moments, centuries 
Of short and glorious years ; and, counting thus, 
I have outUved the lives of common men. 

Ladg Ba. And conunon men, too jealous of thy span, 
Ere its achievement bridged two continents. 
Destroy it yet imperfect May they wait ! 
Qod in heaven, grant them weariness, 
Ere they achieve where they have now abridged ; 
Weariness, strife and blood, disease and death, 
The weariness that none but thou couldst bear, 
The strife and blood that dimmed not daunted thee, 
Disease that racked thee, death that stole my son, — 
Qoi grant them all of these, brief usufruct. 
And loss hard pressing on possession. 

Ba. Bess, we have lived a hundred common lives 
And see them from a distance and a height : 
Tet Qoi who sees them so can love them still. 

Ladi/ Ba. I vow I shall turn atheist like Kit, 
And swear this world is but material 
For force to guide and cruelty to carve. 
And passion to destroy the loveliness 
Fleeting desires and dreams build for an hour. 
The world is growing old, it dotes, it sleeps, 
Its judgment is a recollection 
Of bad things dreamed, now possible by death 
Of that which kept them dreams ; its will but motion : — 
God ! how every slighted star will laugh 
To see this little eardi self-styled divine, 
Cold in affection, colder in beliel^ 
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Clog into frost again, when man's proud spirit 

Tliat flamed und3ring fealty to God, 

Is recognised fantastic kin of earth. 

And flickers and dies, and all is old and still. 

Forgive me, love ; I am beside myself, 

Being beside thee for so short a time. 

Ra. I think, howe'er we hate the Spaniard, 
We must not hate this England ; she is salt. 
Ringed from corruption, a right core of Europe, 
A little nook in that great weary line 
Manned by Christ's jealous chivalry, whereon 
Barbarian battalions thunder still ; 
A plot of leisure for the growth of seeds, 
Whose seeds, in fuUness of their blossoming, 
God's hurricanes shall scatter everywhere, 
And sow the world with England. 
Thou hadst no fortune with the Council ? 

Lady Ra, Some. 

Ra, What's less than that we wish is little matter. 
To-morrow is the feast of Jude and Simon, 
And has been chosen for my execution 
That my Lord Mayor may outrival me 
In the great gaping prentis-eye of London. 
It follows that they wish me not to speak, 
Or only half my will : — ^yet I must speak. 
We will devise some plan. 

[The clock strikes midnight. 
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LadyRa. Oh God, kind God ! 

Ba. Carew is left. 

Ladjf B€L He is a Stuart son. 

Ba. What said the Council ? 

Lady BcL They have given me 

Thy body, — to bury. 

Ba. It is well, dear Bess, 

Thou hast the disposition of that dead. 
Of which, I fear, my wanderings too oft 
Forbade thee disposition whiles it lived. 
And now thou wilt not weep ; once more, not weep ? 



SCENE IV.— St Maegabbt's Church, Westminster. 

Ladt Ralegh, Caeew, Arundel, and the Steward enter. 
The mother and son kneel in front of the high altar; 
Arundel and the Steward withdraw to another part 
of the church. 

Carew. Do not weep, mother ; do not weep, dear mother. 

Lady Ra. Nay, I will smile ; for thou and I, my lord. 
Were bom into another world, an England 
niimitably lit with honour's beams, 
A laughing land, alert for liberty, 
Fresh like God's morning to a tired eartL 
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And in her school of merry discipline 

We learned old English lore, that he smites well, 

I 

Whose heart sings with the music of his sword ; 

But who himself is smitten, who afifronts 

Hate, prison, poverty, nay, death itself, 

For some fex light that flickers through the thorns 

Of this fair hating haunted wilderness, 

And with glad eyes and unabated hands 

Smiles in the frown of fortune ; — ^he nears God. 

This is an England 
That does no right, and dares not open wrong, 
Lit by a borrowed northern brilliance. 
Thrice have I knelt to our new risen sun, 
Thrice prayed for husband lands and children ; thrice 
It shifted shone and shifted. Dear my lord, 
ril doubt no more the moon has maddened men. 
If her orbed mate, the fountain of her flame, 
Can be so fickle and incurious. 
Therefore, TU shed no tears. 
Nor sit me down with sorrowing womankind ; 
But in my life our England and thine honour 
Shall blithely — heaven grant me hardihood — 
And honourably show ; and after death 
rU cry for justice through the courts of heaven 
And summon witnesses from damned hell. 
My lord, it is but loss if this world win. 
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Abundbl comesforwa/rd and kneels beside the tomb. 

At, One of your witnesses has qualified. 

lady Ra. What means your lordship ? 

Ar. Gohham. He is dead ; 
The universal hatred says, in want 
Madam, alas, your husband's enemies 
Were of my kinsmen, and they strangely wane. 
Nottingham, our old star of ocean. 
Is sunk in clouds ; Lord Suffolk is dismissed 
For his dame's golden coquetry with Spain ; 
And Lake has ebbed into a shrewder mischief 
Than ever piracy or gold procured. 
For the rest^ — Coke is fallen, and my Lord Keeper 

Lcukf Ra. You have forgot the king, Earl Arundel. 

Ar. Being Earl Arundel I have forgot. 

Lady Ra. He lost his firstborn too ; but ere mine died. 
I think there must be recompense laid up 
In God's just unforgetting purposes. 
For him, and for his children, and our land, 
And all the instruments of this foul murder. 

Carew. Mother, mother ! 
There is a shouting : listen ! 

Ar. Gk> behind this altar. 

[The noise outside grows more distinct. 
Cries of ''Judas" ''Judas," and 
oaths are heard. MncUly the church 
door is hastily opened; enter Sm 
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Lewis Stuolet and Manourie 
escorted by a Guard omd soldierst 
and shut and bar it behind them. 

St. This is God's house, masters. 

Guard. God be thanked. 

St. Why surely I — But thou art thinner by three strap 
holes than when I saw thee last ; and if thy present rate 
of sweat continue, art like to need but one of them to 
hide in. - What has chanced, bully, since we parted? — 
no, not on my part, that lies here ; but on thine ? 

G. I am still an ancient of the Tower ; and I am in 
charge of two prisoners that I have had much ado to keep. 

St. Thou wert ever unlucky with thy prisoners. 

G. One has a name like filth, — an I could recall it^ — 
but it is foreign; and 1 hate your foreign crime, for I 
understand it not. The other is one Sir Lewis Stucley ; 
but they call him Sir Judas, and truly, I would his bowels 
were out. 

Ar. Sir Lewis Stucley, that is under arrest for clipping 
coin? 

G. The same. And under my conduct from his 
examination at Whitehall to the Tower ; together with 
his confederate one Master — Master 

Man. Manourie. 

G. Master Manure. 

Sttu:. Are you another Howard ? 

Ar. Master Officer, these men most out of this church 
and quickly. 
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O. Out of this ! I had lather be thrown from a third 
storey window. 

iStec You eannot refiiBe sanctuary. 

Mom. Oh, mon Dieu, mon Dieu 1 

Stue. God does not help us. Yon are a rat; yon ran 
and turn and bite and poison. God is but the strongest 
of good men, and all good men kill rats. I look neither 
tOvGk)d above nor the devil beneath, but go my way. 

[Lady Ralegh comes forward. 

Lady Ba. Will you not bend to me, Sir Lewis Stucley ? 

8tuc. Madam, your husband wronged my father once ; 
I did the duty that was plain to me. 

Lcuiy Ba. Go then, and God forgive you. 

G, Gracious madam ! 

Lady Ba. I had forgotten ; this is sanctuary. 
Then rest you here by him you wronged so ; 
Your living wrong beside his wrong that's dead. 
And dream on death and charity awhile. 

[At her bidding the Steward unbars 
the church door. At the sight of 
Ladt Ralegh and Cabew, the 
crowd surges forwa/rd with a cry 
qf '^Balegh** She passes outy 
followed by Arundel and the 
Steward; the rest hastily bar the 
door again behind her, and the 
curtain faUs. 



